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Come on! Keep a-gwine! he panted. 


*T ain’ much furder now! (page 172) 
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EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


I 


THE LITTLE HOPPING FROG 


F course I should love to stay, but I 
must be back in Boston to-morrow 
evening for my paper at the club,” ex- 
plained pretty, conscientious Miss Hope 
Hendon to Miss Jane Lane. ‘Did n't I tell 
you about that paper — ‘Our Better Atten- 
tion to the Negro’? I simply could n’t get 
out of it.” 

“Oh, surely, I remember. Well, this is a 
good place to come and consider a subject of 
that sort.”’ Her eyes wandered to the Insti- 
tute buildings where faithful numbers daily 
gave their attention to the Negro, and then 
to the ever-moving, changing crowd which 
stretched across the green lawns before 
them. “I wonder how many of these persons 
are considering the same subject. Well, I sup- 
pose that is what these visiting days are for.” 
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| 


“It’s picturesque,” murmured the other 
dreamily, her eyes resting, too, on the shift- 
ing crowds and the smooth, green stretches. 
‘Now, who’s this little one coming along all 
by himself?”’ 

“Why — why, that’s Ezekiel!” declared 
Miss Jane briskly. “‘ What is he doing over 
here? It’s time he went home to supper.” 

The other looked up with a quick flash of 
interest. 

“Ezekiel? Ezekiel, did you say? Oh, J 
know Ezekiel. Do make him come here. 
Don’t you suppose he would?” 

“Why, yes, Ezekiel is usually willing,” 
returned Miss Jane amiably; and she held 
out a hand significantly, while her friend’s 
face beamed with undisguised delight, and 
she dropped contentedly on a low bench on 
the green bank. 

“It’s so lovely here, just beside the water, 
and I need a breath before starting.” 

She glanced invitingly at Ezekiel as he 
came trotting on. 

Miss Jane sat down on the bench and 
glanced at him too. 

“Well, Ezekiel, what have you accom- 
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plished to-day?” she began without parley 
or preamble, as he hovered uncertainly 
before them. 

*“Wha’m? Wha’m yer say, Miss Jane?” 
questioned Ezekiel, a bit dazed just for the 
moment. 

“T asked what you had accomplished to- 
day,’ repeated Miss Jane. “Did you have a 
good time at school? Were you satisfied with 
your lessons?” 

“Yas ’m, I’se satisfied,’ returned Ezekiel 
politely; and Miss Jane scrutinized him 
anew. 

“You have been at school to-day, I sup- 
pose?” she suggested. | 

Ezekiel looked puzzled. 

“Wha’m yer say?” he repeated. ‘‘No’m, 
I ain’ been ter school ter-day, Miss Jane.” 

“Why, Ezekiel! And what did you just 
say?’ 

“Yas ’m,’ agreed Ezekiel weakly. “‘ Yas’m. 
No’m. I ain’ been ter school ter-day, Miss 
Jane.” 

“Then you surely were not satisfied with 
your lessons. At least I hope not,’ added 
Miss Jane with fervor. 
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“Yas’m, cert’nly hope so too,”’ murmured 
Ezekiel. 

“Are you planning to go to-morrow?” 
went on Miss Jane, with perhaps justifiable 
suspicion. 

Ezekiel’s eyes rested on her soothingly. 

“W’y, yas’m,” he assured. ‘‘Co’se I’se 
blige go ter school ter-morrer. Leas’ ways ef 
I gits my edjercation, co’se I’se ’blige go ter 
school sometime, ain’t I?” 

“Well, it would seem so,” agreed Miss 
Jane, glancing with some asperity toward — 
the delighted friend at her side, “but I 
doubt if your education ever amounts to 
very much, Ezekiel. Why, I thought you 
had given up those shiftless, unaccountable 
habits! What in the world can you expect to 
amount to if you persist in such irregulari- 
ties? Going to school one day and staying 
out the next! Is that any way to do?” 

““No’m,” agreed Ezekiel in no uncertain 
tones. “ Yer could n’t git no edjercation dat- 
a-way, could yer! Gwine school one day an’ 
stayin’ out de nex’! Dat ain’ no way ter git 
yer edjercation, is it, Miss Jane, gwine 
school one day an’ stayin’ out de nex’!”” The 
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idea was evidently quite revolting to him. 
“°T wuz a gen’leman wuk fer Mis’ Simons 
done jes’ dat-a-way too. A culled gen’leman 
he wuz. Yas’m, an’ he say ’is edjercation 
ain’ nuver ‘mount ter ve’y much, cuz it wuz 
jes’ gwine school one day an’ stayin’ out de 
nex’, twell he ’cides he might’s well stay out 
all time. I reckon dat’s de way yer feels 
*bout it anyway, after yer’s been foolin’ 
‘long like dat—doan’t yer, jes’ gwine 
school one day an’ stayin’ out de nex’?”’ 

“T think very likely,” agreed Miss Jane. 
“What can one expect to accomplish with- 
out regularity?” | 

*“Yas’m, Miss No’th, she’s axin’ me dat, 
too. Say yer cyan’ ’spec’ nuth’n’ *thout 
regerlarity. De sun cert’nly look r’al pretty 
on de water — doan’t it, Miss Jane?” he 
added pensively. 

Miss Jane glanced at the sun with doubt- 
ful appreciation, and Miss Hope Hendon 
glanced at it with delight still on her face, 
and then they both turned their heads, as 
steps sounded beside them on the grass and a 
familiar-looking group moved toward them. 

“We are making our final rounds!” 
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The eager-looking young man in the lead 
glanced out at the quivering blue bay and 
drew a deep breath. 

“George! This is a lovely country round 
here,” he breathed. His foot brushed 
Ezekiel, who had dropped down comfortably 
on the green bank to regard the sun. 
*“What’s this?” he questioned. 

“That’s Ezekiel,” replied Miss Hope 
Hendon. 

‘Ezekiel? Who’s Ezekiel? Well, he fits in 
with the scene pretty satisfactorily, does n’t 
he, peacefully perched there on his green 
bank? Look here, Uncle Jo!” 

Uncle Jo detached himself from the group 
and glanced about him briskly. ‘‘What’s 
that? Another one?” he demanded; “good 
Lord, what ’s going to become of them 
all!”’ 

_ “Why, that sounds pessimistic, Uncle Jo, 
after all that you’ve seen to-day!” 

“Oh, I know,” answered Uncle Jo, a bit 
peevishly, “I’ve seen so much that my head 
whirls ; but what’s it all going to amount to? 
That’s the question. What are they going to 
make of all these opportunities?” 
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“Well, well, well! They ’re going out as 
leaders. Is n’t that the talk?” 

“Of course it’s the object to train leaders, 
Jo,” joined in a soothing voice; “that’s what 
they ’re working for, of course.” 

“TIT know, Fanny,” went on Uncle Jo 
querulously, “but that’s just the point. 
Now a—a leader has to possess certain 
qualities of mind that will attract attention 
from other minds! Change the current of 
other minds! Command a following! How 
many leaders do you suppose they’ve got 
here? Look at all the passive, good-natured 
faces we’ve seen to-day. Well, do you-sup- 
pose there’s a mind in the whole company 
that is really going to attract a following — 
effect anything — change anything — stir 
up the natural order — arrest attention? 
That’s what I’m trying to get at!” 

“Oh, you’re talking about brilliant lead- 
ers, Jo. Of course there are n’t going to be a 
lot of brilliant leaders. But leaders in small 
ways, around homes and farms, and — and 
schools. You’re looking for too much, 
Jo.” 

“You did n’t get my point at all, Fanny,” 
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retorted Uncle Jo, in mild despair, “not at 
all —”’ 

“I suppose your point is,” interrupted a 
judicial voice, ‘‘ that the mind of the colored 
man is at present more passive than active, 
more receptive than productive, more — 
more calculated to follow than to lead.” 

“'That’s just my point, Mr. Knowlton,” 
returned Uncle Jo warmly. “‘I don’t believe 
that there’s a mind here that could success- 
fully turn any group of minds from their own 
natural course. Arrest attention, break up 
the expected order, you know! That’s my 
point!” 

Uncle Jo himself sat down on another 
bench on the green bank, and critically 
regarded the low sun as it crept modestly 
down to meet the water. 

“Well, I’m glad of a few minutes to 
breathe,’ he declared. ‘“‘How soon do we 
start for that boat?” 

“Not yet. We can all breathe first; sit 
down, sit down everybody!” encouraged the 
eager-faced young man, dropping content- 
edly down on the green bank. “I’m sure 
you could n’t ask for a more soothing spot. 


bd 
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Hullo, young feller 
Ezekiel stirred uneasily beside him; 
his name, did you say, Hope?” 

‘**His name’s Ezekiel,’? admonished Miss 
Hope Hendon gently. “‘He’s quite worth 
knowing, I assure you. I only wish he would 
tell you one of his nice stories.” 

Ezekiel looked up at her and smiled shyly. 

“You used to tell stories, didn’t you, 
Ezekiel? About — about Emanuel — the 
little boy who lived all alone?”’ 

“Yas’m — ’thout no kin,” agreed Eze- 
kiel, with pleased recollection. ‘‘’Thout no 
kin,” -he repeated, “‘cuz—cuz dey’s all 
daid.” : 

“So did n’t he get a — some sort of a little 
animal for company?” 

Ezekiel looked at her, quite unconscious 
of anything but her questioning, riveted 
eyes. 

“Yas’m,” he returned slowly, “he — he 
gotten ’im — he gotten im — a lil’ frog.” 

“A frog?” repeated Miss Hendon softly; 
“what a nice companion!” 

“Yas’m, a lil’ hoppin’ frog,” meditated 
Ezekiel. “He’s a-settin’ on de steps one 
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mawnin’, an’ de li’l’ frog come a-hoppin’ in 
de ya’d.” 

“What’s that?” inquired Uncle Jo 
briskly, not entirely grasping the situation. 
* What’s that he’s saying about frogs?”’ 

He half closed his eyes and again glanced 
critically at the sun. 

“Yas’m,” went on Ezekiel evenly, still 
conscious of nothing but Miss Hendon’s 
appreciative eyes, “‘he’s jes’ a-settin’ dere on 
de steps, kine o’ studyin’ an’ thinkin’ ’bout 
bein’ ser lonesome, w’en de li'l’ frog come 
a-hoppin’ wp de steps.” 

**Go on, tell us about it!” 

“Yas ’m— an’ he’s cryin’ too, wid ’is 
haid bu’y in ’is lap.” 

deh fect pee 

“So fus’ he didn’ hyeah nuthin’, an’ de 
ll frog keep on hoppin’ up de steps. An’ 
she hop right up dere nex’ de li’l’ boy an’ se’ 
down ’side ’im. ; 

“So *Manuel open ’is eyes r’al slow, an’ 
look down, an’ by dat time lil’ frog wuz 
feelin’ bad, too. 

“Well, w’at’s yer name, frog?’ "Manuel 
say. 
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““An’ den de li'l’ frog she look up an’ wipe 
‘er eye ral sad *n’ gloomy an’ look at de 
lv boy. 

“*My name’s Bella,’ she say: an’ she jes’ 
bu’y ’er haid an’ bus’ right out cryin’. 

“Well, *t ain’ nuthin’ ter cry ’bout ef ’t 
is, “Manuel answer ’er; ‘I reckon we better 
go out an’ play a li'l’ on de grass, ain’t we?’ 

“Well, de frog she wipe ’er eye agin, an’ 
den she start hoppin’ right “long down de 
steps siden de lil’ boy. 

*“*Doan’t yer see de sun-spots on de 
grass?’ “Manuel say; ‘ef we runs ’roun’ on 
de sun-spots I reckon we'll feel better.’ 

“So dey run ’roun’ on de sun-spots twell 
*Manuel stop an’ look at de frog ’gin. ‘Ain’t 
yer no kin, frog?’ he ask. 

“An lil frog she wipe ’er eye agin. 

***No, I ain’ no kin!’ she say. 

“Den I reckon yer better live yere wid 
me, ain’t yer,’ "Manuel answer ’er, ‘cuz my 
kin’s all daid!’ 

“My kin’s all daid, too!’ ll frog an- 
swer, sobbin’ like ez she speak. 

*** Well, se’ down an’ res’ yerself,’ *Man- 
uel say. An’ he tukken a lil’ piece o’ cake 
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outen ‘is pocket, an’ dey bofe se’ down on a 
sun-spot an’ ’mence eatin’ dey breakfus’. 

‘An’ af’ dat de li’l’ boy an’ de li’l’ frog live 
dere ‘lone tergedder. 

‘An’ fum dat ve’y time seem like de lil’ 
frog ’mence ter feel diffunt. An’ she tole 
"Manuel it cert’nly seem r’al homelike to ’er. 
An’ she’s mos’ allays up an’ hoppin’ outen 
de house *bout five erclock in de mawnin’. 
She say she like ter look roun’ a li’l’ fo’ de 
sun gits ole or dull, an’ she say she like ter 
play a lil wid de bugs ’n’ flowers w’en 
eve ything’s r’al clare ’n’ bright, an’ she say 
she like ter ketch de fus’ breeze w’en it come 
running’ fru de ya’d an’ pas’ de house. 

‘So Bella an’ de lil boy dey keep a-livin’ 
on so, an’ cert’nly seem like dey ain’ nuver 
gwine have no trouble ’t all. 

‘An’ ef *t ain’ been fer de night, dey 
prob’ly would n’ nudder. But it all start out 
in de night. An’ one mawnin’ "bout five 
_ erclock, ez de lil’ frog’s gwine a-hoppin’ out 
de do’, she look out in de ya’d, an’ den she 
look up in de sky, an’ den she jes’ stop right 
dere in de do’ an’ could n’ go no furrer. Cuz 
‘t ain’ no sun an’ ’t ain’ no ya’d —’t ain’ no 
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nuthin’ ’scusin’ jes’ de rain a-drappin’ fum 
de sky, an’ a gret big kine o’ ribber like, 
a-flowin’ fru de ya’d. 

“Oh, my!’ ll frog say. 

*“An’ den she went a-hoppin’ down de 
steps r’al slow an’ studyin’, an’ den she se’ 
down on de bank by de ribber an’ jes’ set 
dere an’ set dere, a-studyin’ an’ a-lookin’ 
off. 

An’ wen "Manuel come out *bout ‘leben 
erclock, de ribber wuz still a-flowin’ fru de 
ya'd, an’ de li'l’ frog wuz still a-settin’ on de 
bank. 

*** Well, how come de rain ter do like dat, 
anyway!’ "Manuel say. ‘’T ain’ no call fer 
no sech a shower’s dat!’ An’ he went out an’ 
se’ down on de bank too, an’ den dey bofe se’ 
dere studyin’ ’bout it an’ a-lookin’ off. 

“Well, ’t wuz jes’ de way de trouble come 
— inde night. Dey knowed ’t wuz de way it 
come, an’ yit wen de nex’ night come, dey 
went ter baid same’s ever. But seem like 
dey ain’ no mo’n went ter sleep *fo’ de win’ it 
blow up awful cole, an’ dey come a-bangin’ 
an’ a-slammin’ on de do’. 

*“°W’at’s dat?’ de lil’ boy say, a-stickin’ 
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‘is haid out fum de baid cloes. ‘What’s 
dat, Bella? Is it de win’?’ 

“No, *t ain’ no win’,’ Bella say, kine 0’ 
shiverin’; an’ de bangin’ an’ de slammin’ 
come agin. | 

‘““T guess yer better go ’n’ ax’ w’at ’t is, 
Bella,’ Manuel say. 

“*An’ de li’l’ frog she’s r’al brave anyway, 
so she jes’ start right off a-hoppin’ ter de 
do’, an’ den she stop. 

“Ts dat de win’?’ she eall. 

“No, ’t ain’ no win’,’ come back de 
answer. 

“Wat is it den?’ she call again. 

**Tt’s a hu’yeane!’ come back de answer. 

“Ts dat all?’ Bella ask r’al nice — an’ 
p lite too. 

“No, ’t ain’t,? come back de answer, 
‘it’s a hu’ycane an’ de moon an’ sky a- 
pitchin’, — an’ a bu’glar a-knockin’ at de 
do’!’ 

“Is dat all?’ Bella say, r’al brave, an’ 
Jes’ ez p’lite ’s ever. 

‘An’ den, w’y, she ain’t even wait fer ’em 
to answer. She jes’ open de do’, an’ ’fo’ she | 
kin say a word, de hu’ycane tukken ’er an’ 
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blowed ’er right up in a tree, wid de bu’glar 
a-blowin’ ’long after ’er, twell de tree ketch 
"im so he could n’t git down. But Bella, 
co’se she hop righ’ down an’ went a-hoppin’ 
right up de steps an’ in de house agin. 

“Yer done r’al well, Bella,’ ll’ boy say, 
w’en she tole *im ’bout it, ‘an’ ter-morrer I 
reckon we kin run roun’ on de sun-spots 
agin.’ 

‘But nex’ mawnin’, *bout five erclock, 
w’en Bella look outen de do’, ’t ain’ no sun, 
an’ de ribber’s flowin’ ‘long jes’ same’s befo’. 
An’ w’en de li'l’ boy come out *bout ‘leben 
erclock, Bella wuz settin’ dere on de bank 
a-lookin’ off. | 

An’ w’en de nex’ night come, de win’ it 
blowed up awful cole agin, an’ dey come a- ° 
bangin’ an’ a-slammin’ on de do’. 

“*W’at’s dat?’ lil’ boy say, a-stickin’ ’is 
haid outen de cloes; ‘is it de win’?’ 

*‘An’ jes’ soon’s he spoke, w’y, Bella she 
jes’ hop righ’ down on de flo’, an’ hop off ter 
de do’. 

**W’at’s dat?’ she call out. ‘Isit de win’?’ 

“No, ’t ain’ no win’, come back de 
answer. 
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“Wat is it den?’ she call agin. 

““Tt’s a hu’ycane, an’ de moon an’ sky 
a-pitchin’, an’ a bu’glar, an’ two ’free 
crim’nals a-knockin’ at de do’!’ 

***Ts dat all?’ Bella ax ’em; an’ co’se she’s 
ral p’lite, but seem like ’er voice is jes’ a 
lvV unstiddy too. 

“No, ’t ain’t all,’ wuz de answer. 

“But Bella she ain’ wait fer nuthin’ mo’. 
She jes’ open de do’ an’ look out. But ’fo’ 
she r’ally seen much, de hu’ycane it tukken 
’er an’ blowed ’er right outen de do’ an’ inter 
de ribber, wid de bu’glar an’ de crim’nals 
a-blowin’ right in after ’er, twell dey wuz 
drownded daid. But co’se Bella she hop 
right out an’ went a-hoppin’ up de steps an’ 
- inter de house. 

“*Yer cert’nly done r’al well, Bella,’ de 
li’? boy say, w’en she tole ’im ’bout it. ‘An’ 
ter-morrer mawnin’ I reckon we kin play 
roun’ on de sun-spots agin fer sho’.’ 

‘But w’en Bella went a-hoppin’ out agin 
‘bout five erclock in de mawnin’ ’t wuz all 
jes’ same, an’ de ribber wuz flowin’ ’long sad 
’n’ slow, same’s befo’. 

‘An’ de nex’. night, oh, *t wuz tur’ble! 
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It’s jes’ like dis. Fus’ de win’ it blowed up 
awful cole an’ rough, an’ dey come a tur’ble 
bangin’ an’ slammin’ on de do’. 

“© W’at’s dat?’ ll’ boy say. 

An’ Bella she ain’ stop fer nary thing. 
She jes’ went a-hoppin’ ter de do’. 

“© W’at’s dat?’ she say; only seem like ’er 
voice is awful small an’ shiverin’ dis time too. 
‘Is it de win’?’ 

***No, ’t ain’ no win’,’ come de answer. 

***W’at is it, den?’ Bella ax ’em. 

**Tt’s a hu’ycane, an’ de moon an’ sky 
a-pitchin’, an’ a bu’glar, an’ two ’free 
crim’nals, — an’ fo’ five murd’rers a-knock- 
in’ at de do’!’ 

“Ts dat all?’ Bella say, kine o’ chatterin’. 

“No, *t ain’t all,’ dey say. 

“But Bella wuz ser frighten she jes’ 
frowed open de do’. ‘Is dat all?’ she holler. 

“No, *t ain’t all!’ dey scream, ‘it’s fo’ 
five murd’rers, an’ dey’s gwine shoot yer wid 
dey gun!’ 

““An’ w’at yer s’pose? Same time dey 
spoke dey jes’ aim de gun right plum at 
Bella, an’ bline ’er in de eye. But jes’ 
zackly ez dey’s fixin’ ter aim it agin ter kill 
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‘er, an’ same time bline ’er in de udder eye, 
wy, de hu’yeane it tukken ’em an’ blowed 
‘em right outen de do’, an’ right up a top o’ 
de house an’ lef’ em dere siden de chimley. 
But co’se it blowed Bella righ’ down de 
chimley siden de li’l’ boy. 

“Yer done r’al well, Bella,’ li’? boy say, 
wen she wipe de udder eye an’ tole ’im 
‘bout it, ‘an’ ter-morrer I’se mos’ sho’ de 
sun-spots ’s gwine be dere.’ 

‘But nex’ mawnin’ ’t ain’ no change, an’ 
wen ’Manuel come out Bella wuz jes’ 
a-settin’ dere on de bank a-lookin’ off wid 
de udder eye. 

‘An’ "Manuel he look up in de sky where 
de sun useter be, an’ say, — 

‘** Look like de sun’s los’, ain’t she, Bella? 
Look like we’s’blige go ’n’ fine ’er, ain’t 
we, Bella? Cuz’t ain’ gwine be nuthin’ but 
trouble twell we does.’ 

**Ya/as, sir,’ lil frog answer. 

‘“She’s feelin’ r’al sad ’n’ discou’ged, but 
_ She kin see de li'l’ boy’s right ’bout it, too. 
So dey bofe look clare ’way down ter de en’ 
o’ de road, where de sun useter git up in de 
mawnin’, an’ den "Manuel spoke ’gin. 


EZEKIEL EXPANDS 19 


“De sun she’s a-hidin’ down yonder,’ 
he say, ‘down yonder behine de road, Bella. 
We’s ’blige go down de road an’ fine de sun, 
Bella, cuz ’t ain’ gwine benuthin’ but trouble 
twell we does.’ 

**So he start off down de road, an’ de li’l’ 
frog start hoppim’ ‘long beside ’im. An’ dey 
keep a-gwine ‘long like dat, “Manuel an’ 
de li'l’ frog a-hoppin’ ’long beside ’im. An’ 
de furrer dey went, de longer de road seem 
ter git. 

*““Cert’nly’s a long way,’ "Manuel say. 

**An’ praesen’ly night ’mence comin’ on’, 
an’ de dark wuz drappin’ fum de sky, an’ 
still dey’s gwine down de road, “Manuel an’ 
de lil frog a-hoppin’ ‘long beside ’im. 

“<Tt’s gittin’ dark,’ ll frog say, stoppin’ 
jes’ a minute ter wipe de onlies’ eye she got, 
“it’s gittin’ dark *n’ kine o’ lonesome!’ 

***T knows it,’ ll’ boy say. 

‘An’ still de night wuz drappin’ fum de 
sky, an’ still dey keep on down de road, 
“Manuel an’ de lil’ frog a-hoppin’ ‘long be- 
side *im. 

““Praesen’ly dey stop. ‘Is yer tired, Bella?’ 
"Manuel ax ’er. 
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**Ya’as, I’se kine o’ tired,’ lil’ frog 
answer. 

***Cuz we’s comin’ ter der en’ o’ de road, 
an’ de sun’s down yonder behine de aidge, 
Bella.’ 

An’ Bella she look up awful brave. 

***T’se gwine down yonder an’ fine ’er,’ 
she say. 

*** Hole on, Bella!’ "Manuel call out. 

“But lv’? frog she went a-hoppin’ erlong, 
an’ den she turn ’er haid jes’ a minute ter 
look back at de lvl boy wid de onlies’ eye 
she got, an’ den — an’ den she jes’ hop righ’ 
down behine de aidge o’ de road ter fine de 
sun. 

‘An’ *"Manuel’s ser s’prise he could n’ 
say nuthin’, but jes’ keep on standin’ in de 
road. 

***W’y doan’t she come back?’ he w’isper 
praesen’ly, kine o’skyeered like. 

‘An’ jes’ ez he spoken de words he seen 
a lil rim o’ red a-pushin’ up over de aidge 
o de road. An’ de rim o’ red keep pushin’ 
up bigger ’n’ bigger, twell praesen’ly de lil’ 
boy wuz stan’in’ dere in de road a-lookin’ at 
de sun. 
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“**She done it!’ he holler, “she foun’ de 
sun! Bella foun’ de sun! Now come back, 
Bella! Come — ba — ck!’ 

**An’ de sun wuz shinin’ at de li'l’ boy as 
he stan’ dere in de middle o’ de road, but 
*t aln’ no answer. 

*** Where is yer, Bella?’ lil’ boy call. 

An’ he stan’ dere mos’ all de mawnin’, 
wid de sun a-shinin’ on ‘im. 

*“An’ den he turn roun’ r’al sad ’n’ slow, 
an’ went walkin’ down de road all ‘lone. 
An’ w’en he gotten back home, de ribber wuz 
all flowed erway, an’ de sky wuz bright ’n’ 
shinin’, an’ de sun-spots wuz on de grass. 

An’ af? dat ’twa’n’ no mo’ rain~ ner 
clouds, cuz de sun wuz allays up a-shinin’ de 
ve’y fus’ thing in de mawnin’. But co’se 
de li boy knowed de cause fer it, too. He 
knowed de cause. An’ eve’y time he se’ down 
on a sun-spot, he feel sad *n’ lonesome, cuz 
he knowed *t wuz Bella erway down yonder, 
behine de aidge o’ de road, where made de sun 
git up ser bright an’ shinin’ in de mawnin’. 

*“So she could n’ nuver come back. Cuz 
she’s ser busy down yonder wid de sun — 
she could n’ nuver git de time. An’ dat’s 
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de reason de li'l’ boy feel sad ’n’ lonesome. 
Cuz he knowed he would n’ nuver see de li’l’ 
hoppin’ frog no mo’.”’ 

Ezekiel paused. 

‘*“He knowed he wouldn’ nuver see de 
ll’ hoppin’ frog no mo’,”’ he repeated; and 
there was another pause. 

The eager-faced young man on the grass 
sat up and rubbed his eyes. 

“What!” he broke out. ‘‘What!”’ 

He sprang suddenly to his feet — and a 
distant clock broke softly on the stillness. 

“What!” broke out Uncle Jo, bounding 
from his bench, “what’s that?” 

“What—in Jerusalem are we doing!” 
shouted the eager-faced young man. “‘What ? 
We— we’ve stayed too long! We’ve— 
missed our boat! We’ve missed our —”’ 

“What are you talking about!” chal- 
lenged Uncle Jo furiously. ““We have n’t 
either! We can’t! I can’t! What are you 
talking about!” 

Ezekiel sitting on the grass, was gazing 
peacefully, uncomprehendingly, at a hitherto 
silent, well-behaved group of people, scat- 
tering confusedly in many directions, shout- 
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ing to each other excitedly, beckoning for 
carriages despairingly, and then by a com- 
mon impulse, falling back into a confused 
group again. 

“You little good-for-nothing!”? broke out 
Uncle Jo suddenly, turning helplessly on 
Ezekiel; “it’s all your fault! Here you’ve 
been keeping us listening to your — your 
delirious chatter till — till —”’ 

Uncle Jo clenched his fist weakly, and then 
he broke away again, while the others trailed 
after him in scattered confusion. There was 
only one young man, with an eager face, 
who half turned and shot back an inscrutable 
look at Ezekiel. There was such an odd light 
in his eye! 

“What was that about — about ‘arrest- 
ing attention’? What was that about — 
‘commanding a following — breaking up 
the expected order, you know’? What was 
that, Uncle Jo?” 

There were queer, explosive sounds behind 
his words, and the odd light in his eye 
danced wickedly. 

“Say, young feller,” he ventured cau- 
tiously, “are n’t you—aren’t you about 
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even with Uncle Jo this time?” And he 
turned and fled after the dispersed and routed 
company. 

Only Miss Jane was left, still sitting on 
the bench. Only Ezekiel on the bank. 

“Well —” she finally declared lifelessly, 
‘vou have done strange things before, Eze- 
kiel. © Now— look — at — what — you— 
have — done!” 

““VYas’m,”’ conceded Ezekiel cheerlessly. 

“T don’t pretend to say— what you will 
do next!’’ she concluded with abject and 
final hopelessness. 

“Vas’m,” agreed Ezekiel faintly. And 
still perched on his bank, he gazed sadly, 
humbly, away at the peaceful, flowing 
water. 

At “the club” in Boston, it was announced 
that Miss Hope Hendon, who was to have 
read a paper, entitled “Our Better Attention 
to the Negro,” had been unavoidably de- 
tained in the South. 


II 


A LEADER OF HIS PEOPLE 


T started with Miss North’s suggestion 

of a change. To be sure the stove poker 
had something to do with it, but it started 
with Miss North’s suggestion. 

“Ezekiel,” she had said, surveying him 
leisurely as he worked at his desk, while she 
recalled certain chapters out of the past, 
“there has certainly been a change in you 
since I first knew you, has n’t there?”’ 

“Yas’m,”’ agreed Ezekiel courteously. 

Miss North glanced about the room even 
more generally, and was apparently on the 
point of saying something upon the subject 
of change, as a whole, when the door leading 
out to the big Assembly Room opened, and 
Miss Doane, the Principal, stood there in 
the doorway. 

“Why, what nice helpful children you 
have this afternoon,” she encouraged; ‘‘ Miss 
North, may I see you in the Assembly Room? 
And I wonder if they can take very good 
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care of themselves for just a few minutes.” 

Just what happened in the Assembly 
Room the children never knew. But that 
the few minutes should have grown in a most 
unaccountable and unprecedented way was 
a circumstance which they were never en- 
tirely able to account for. At first they 
looked round upon each other with speaking 
glances of wonder, which gradually became 
touched and lightened by humor, and the 
humor was about to become mixed with 
something which savored strongly of mild 
disturbance, when another unlooked-for 
thing happened. 

Ezekiel, possibly recollecting that idea of 
“change,” so recently mentioned, and de- 
sirous only of fulfilling expectations in a 
reasonable manner, arose from his seat 
and advanced up the aisle muttering dis- 
tractedly. 

‘Doan’ look ter me like sense ter be keep- 
in’ ser much noise,” he finally articulated; 
“on’ ’t ain’ no way ter ack, nudder, jes’ cuz 
Miss No’th’s lef’ yer fer a minit!”’ 

They looked at him in slight astonishment 
which developed into decided doubt. 
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“Oh, who you think you are?’”’ commented 
Benjamin Batts disrespectfully; “you ain’t 
no Miss No’th!”’ 

Ezekiel, with uncomfortable realization 
of shortcomings, glanced nervously at the 
speaker. 

“T kin be Miss No’th, too!” he retorted 
bravely; and just here he stooped down and 
picked up the stove poker and held it de- 
fiantly before him. The effect was magical. 

“Now is I Miss No’th?”’ he challenged 
cheerfully. ““W’at yer say now? Huh?” 

The striking resemblance to Miss North 
having been completed by the addition of 
the stove poker, they looked not only startled ° 
but in fact almost convinced, and Ezekiel 
gave the poker a suggestive and threatening 
wave, which increased his confidence not a 
little. 

“Ef yer’s fixin’ ter laf, Hezzy Cones,” he 
remarked, “w’y look ter me like yer better 
dis’range yer plans.”’ 

Hezzy evidently failed to appreciate his 
unpleasing change of leadership. 

“Where ’th Mith No’th at ?” he squeaked 


cantankerously. 
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“T’se Miss No’th, I tells yer,” returned 
Ezekiel, advancing a pace, with the poker 
well to the front; “‘de class in geog’aphry 
may stan’.” 

As the class represented the whole school, 
the whole school glanced shyly at the stove 
poker and stood. 

** Now, yer may all mek-b ’lieve I’se hold- 
in’ de flag ’stead o’ de poker, an’ s’lute de 
flag jes’ same’s we do in de mawnin’.”’ 

This seemed like a very natural beginning 
to the new régime, but just what it had to 
do with geography might not seem quite 
clear. 

*“Co’se yer’ll be ’blige ter say poker 
stead o’ flag — an’ dat’ll be all de diffunce.”’ 

They raised their hands to their foreheads 
and obeyed—but confusion was very 
nearly upsetting this unique variation of 
the flag salute, and Ezekiel brought the up- 
lifted substitute down to an extremely sug- 
gestive relationship with the class before 
him. 

**T would ’a’ been better ef yer’d said 
“flag,’’’ he commented. “De class in geo- 
g aphry may se’ down.” 
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They all sat down. 

“De class in phys’ology may stan’.” 

They all stood again. 

“Now yer may all jine in de Lawd’s 
Prayer.” 

This hardly seemed strictly physiological 
either, but they joined in in somewhat 
doubtful tones. 

“Yer may all rise up high on yer toes!”’ 
he suggested pleasantly. ““Yer may all come 
down ’gin! De class in phys’ology may se’ 
down.” 

The new teacher looked around compla- 
cently and cast about for something new. 
This sparkling variety was beginning to ap- 
pear quite attractive, but it was also some- 
what taxing to the one in charge, and for the 
moment he felt a slight concern. 

*W’at’s we gwine do now?” put in Hezzy. 

“Now — well, now — we’s gwine —now 
we’s gwine begin practicin’ fer a — fer a — 
entertainment — fer a entertainment per- 
tainin’ ter Miss No’th.”’ 

This sounded mysterious, at least, and 
they looked at each other somewhat skepti- 
cally. Ezekiel continued. 
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*“Co’se yer ‘members de entertainment — 
where we had outen de “Sembly Room las’ 
Friday? Co’se yer members dat? Well, dis 
is gwine be like dat, only ’t ain’ gwine be like 
dat, nudder, — cuz, ’stead o’ pertainin’ ter 
Mr. Wtttier, an’ somebody gittin’ up an’ 
sayin’ sump’n’ where begins wid a W, an’ 
den holdin’ up a big ole W — w’y, ‘stead 
o dat, somebody gwine say sump’n’ where 
begins wid a M, cus M is de beginnin’ 0’ 
Miss No’th.”’ 

They looked more skeptical yet. 

““W’at we gwine spell out Miss No’th 
fer?’’? came the general demand. 

““W’y, fer a s’prise fer ’er wen she come 
back!”’ explained Ezekiel cordially. “I jes’ll 
say we’s been a-fixin’ a lil’ s’prise fer ’er, 
an’ den de fus’ one’ll git up an’ start. Now, 
is yer all raidy ter begin?” - 

They looked very much at sea, and no one 
seemed to have any idea at all how to begin. 
Ezekiel was obliged to explain again. 

‘““We’s gwine spell out Miss No’th!” he 
declared in patient and long-suffering tones; 
*‘an’ de one I calls on fus’ has to git up an’ 
say off sump’in r’al quick where begins 
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wid a M. Cuz M is de fus’ letter o’ Miss 
No’th.”’ 

There was a rumble of response which he 
took for understanding. 

“Now I’se gittin’ all raidy ter call, an’ 
co’se yer mus’ be all raidy ter begin. Sam/’el 
Smothers! Kin yer gib me a sayin’ where 
begins wid a M?” 

Samuel, with one eye glaring weakly at the 
stove poker, looked frozen solid at the bare 
idea of such a thing. 

“W’at de matter wid yer, Sam’el? Ain’t 
yer hyeah me w’at I say? Gib me a sayin’ 
where begins wid a M!” 

Samuel looked as if the poker had already 
begun to penetrate his brain. 

““M-m-merlasses!’’ he stammered feebly. 

“WM lasses!’”’ Ezekiel’s tone was a mingling 
of both horror and disgust. ‘M lasses ain’t 
no sayin’! M’lasses w’at?’ 

Samuel was voiceless. 

‘Well, ’tain’ nuth’n’ ter laf at. M’lasses 
w’at, Benj’mun Batts?” 

Benjamin’s laugh was a thing of the past. 

**M lasses nuth’n’,” he grunted. 

Ezekiel shifted the poker with a delibera- 
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tion and confidence born only of wider ex- 
perience, as it were, and took careful aim at 
Benjamin’s left eye. 

**M’lassesnuth’n’, did yer say, Benj’mun?”’ 
he suggested easily; “yer better think o’ 
m/’lasses sump’n’ in right smart of a hurry, 
*fo’ yer see yer eye a-settin’ on de en’ o’ dis 
yere poker.” 

‘**M-m-mer-lasses is — is bad ter se’ down 
in!” spluttered Benjamin. It came with such 
warmth that possibly he spoke from experi- 
ence. 

“Well, yer’s improvin’, but ’t ain’ so good 
nudder, cuz wat yer spose Miss No’th 
cyare ef *tis? Cyan’t yer say sump’n’ where 
soun’ mo’ like pote-ery *n dat?” 

His eye, wandering around in thought, fell 
on a written maxim on the board. “‘Make us 
more helpful each day of our lives.” What 
could be better? 

* All right, Benj’mun, co’se I helped yer on 
it, but yer kin say it jes’ same,’ conceded the 
leader magnanimously; “come out yere, 
front o’ de class, an’ we'll mek de row. 
Nex’ letter is J. Frederick Douglas, is yer 
raidy?”’ 
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Certainly Frederick was ready. Frederick 
was always ready. 

“I’m but a stranger hyeah, heben is my 
home,” he chanted mournfully. 

Ezekiel looked quite encouraged. 

**S,” he announced. There was a pause. 

**S/” he announced once more. The pause 
erew. 

“8, Lem’el Chapman!” 

“I — I’se studyin’ ’bout it — but I ain’t 
quite raidy!”’ apologized Lemuel. 

But there was an eager whisper of both 
intelligence and Joy. 

“T kin think o’ sump’n’ where has two S’s 
comin’ right tergedder!”’ 

Ezekiel looked merely incredulous. 

*W’at is it?”’ he questioned in superior 
tones. 

“Sof? soap cuts de dirt!” 

The leader tried to conceal his admiration. 
*“W’y sho’ ’nough,” he soliloquized. ‘‘Co’se 
°t ain’ ser much like pote-ery, but cert’nly 
en’s off *Miss r’al nice, an’ I ’spec’ we wants 
a lil’ change sometime, too. Tek yer place, 
Tibe’ius.”’ 

Tiberius took his place with that inner 
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consciousness of genius which is always so 
refreshing. 

‘“Now, co’se de nex’ letter is N, an’ I 
reckon I’se gwine call on some o’ de gyurls.”’ 

There was a sudden wrathful movement 
and an undertone of sulky expostulation 
among the girls, who glared at the teacher in 
ill-concealed consternation. 

“Is yer raidy wid a N, M’ria?”’ 

“No, I ain’ raidy wid no N,” grumbled 
Maria. 

“Is yer raidy wid a N, Zulie?”’ 

Zulie glared unutterable things, hitched 
wrathfully, and muttered. 

*Who’s raidy wid a N?” demanded Eze- 
kiel, waving the poker and wisely ignoring 
this slight uprising on the part of the young 
women. 

“TI ith,’ chimed in Hezzy, bouncing up 
excitedly. 

‘‘Hush yer noise, boy, an’ se’ down. Yer’s 


too lil’. Yer see, yer wants ter be all ’bout | 


of a size ter mek it look r’al good af’ yer gits 
in de row.” 

“Well, ain’t I’bout of athithe ?”’ squeaked 
Hezzy mournfully. 


iit ——————— 
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*“No — doan’t look ter me like yer is.”’ 

Ezekiel looked worried. His eyes traveled 
anxiously about the room. 

“ Cyan’ yer think o’ sump’n’ where begins 
wid a N, Mose Johnson?”’ 

Moses appeared to doubt it. 

“IT s’pose ‘Now or nuver’ mos’ gen’ly 
begins wid a N, doan’t it?”’ he ventured 
modestly. 

“W’y, yes, I s’pose it mos’ gen’ly does,” 
reflected Ezekiel with a perceptible rise of 
spirits. As Moses advanced to his place of 
distinction, the leader’s spirits appeared to 
rise to a condition of real joy. 

“Now we’s gittin’ on r’al good,” he en- 
couraged; “Jook like we’s mos’ finish it, 
ain’t we? Yer letter is 0, Wilyum!”’ 

William looked wretched. 

“Yer letter is O, Wilyum!” repeated the 
leader encouragingly. 

*“Ya'as, suh, I —O — I] —” 

“Well, I ain’t a-axin’ fer de whul alpher- 
bet. Yer letter ain’ nuth’in’ but O, Wilyum.” 
_ The poker was making attractive little dots 

_and dashes on the air. 


“O — O — Oter be nuthin’!”’ piped Wil- 
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liam, feebly recalling, in his despair, the 
words of his mother’s favorite hymn. 

“Tek yer place, boy; only co’se yer wanter 
say 1t wid mo’ cou’ge w’en de time comes. A 
R sentence!” 

“Rats an’ mice is meddlesome animuls,” 
put in a volunteer. 

‘“Cert’nly is so,” came the hearty agree- 
ment. “A T sentence, Nathan’el.”’ 

Nathaniel’s face was not suggestive of 
either reserve power or inspiration. 

“Well, I doan’ reckon I kin wait all day 
fer yer nudder. She’Il be a-comin’ back nex’ 
yer know.” 

Silence appeared to reign unbroken, and 
the leader’s expression suddenly changed 
to one of gallant solicitude. 

“Would n’ it look r’al good ef it’s jes’ one 
gyurl in de row? ” he inquired with a tactful 
smile. “‘Queen Victoria Jones! Can’t yer 
give us a T sentence, Queenie?” 

Queen Victoria had been to Sunday School 
the week before and gladly came to the 
rescue. 

“Thus saith de Lawd o’ Hosts,” she re- 
cited in thin, high accents of joy. 
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“Yer cert’nly done fine. Now, who’s 
gwine say de one beginnin’ wid a H, an’ 
dat’ll be de las’.”’ 

“‘Heben,” announced a voice sadly from 
the back of the room. 

““Heben? Well, Heben w’at? Heben w’at, 
*Mancipation?”’ 

1 kin gib yer two A’s,” replied Emancipa- 
tion easily, not to be upset by a little matter 
of this sort, nor outdone by any predeces- 
sor. 

“°T ain’ no call fer no two H’s. Kin yer 
give ’em right off tergedder so it’ll soun’ 
Jes’ like one sayin’?”’ 

“IT reckon I kin ef I wants ter,”’ conceded 
Emancipation grudgingly; — “‘Has’e makes 
was e, — an’ Heben is de place yer’s gwine 
ter w’en yer’s daid.”’ 

Ezekiel was plainly impressed. He re- 
flected a moment. 

*“Would n’ it soun’ better ef yer turn it 
roun’ an’ say it off mo’ dis-a-way — “Heben 
is de place yer’s gwine ter w’en yer’s daid, 
but has’e makes was’e’ ? ” 

They all reflected and the general opinion 
was that this reversed order brought out the 
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more effective result. The last speaker took 
his place. 

“Well, now, co’se it’s jes’ like dis,” stated 
Ezekiel, drawing himself up with a fresh 
realization of his responsibility in the affair. 
“Co’se *t ain’ gwine be no good ef yer gits 
triflin’ *n’ laffin’ bout it, an’ yer knows it, 
yerselves. Now, kin yer say it right off jes’ 
soon’s yer see Miss No’th comin’ in de do’ 
*thout no balkin’ ’bout it?” 

But just here, either fortunately or unfor- 
tunately, Miss North opened the door and 
walked in, and there was a sudden and pain- 
ful stillness in the room. Miss North smiled 
rather hurriedly but agreeably, and made 
some remarks about having been most un- 
avoidably detained, and then looked round 
in some surprise. 

“But you have been taking care of your- 
selves all this time? How very nice! And are 
you the teacher, Ezekiel?” 

Ezekiel looked somewhat important and 
somewhat flurried as he glanced first at Miss 
North and then at the row before him, and 
Miss North looked interrogatively first at 
Ezekiel, then at the row, and then at the 


Yas’m, a kine o’ game 


, 
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children sitting in their seats in inscrutable 
silence. 

“We — we’s been fixin’ fer a — fer a lil’ 
s’prise fer yer, Miss No’th,” began Ezekiel 
quaveringly; and then, giving the poker a 
very slight upward movement, just for the 
sake of gaining more assurance, he went 
on. An’ de chil’ren’s all raidy ter begin —: 
ef yer’d like ter hyeah it?” 

_ “Why, certainly,” rejoined Miss North. 
“Certainly, I should be very glad to hear it. 
What is it? A new game?” 

*“No’m, not *zackly a game — yas’m, a 
kine o’ game, too, I reckon.” 

‘“Well, let me hear it, and then we shall 
all feel like going on with the work, I 
think.” 

The fatal moment had come. A few of the 
seated children were grinning rather broadly, 
and the row wore a look significant of some 
anxiety. 

“Well, yer see, fus’ yer has ter listen, an’ 
den yer has ter look an’ see w’at I does — 
an’ den yer has ter listen ’gin,” explained 
Ezekiel shyly. 

‘“Yes, I understand, I think I can do 
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that,” encouraged Miss North, looking pre- 
pared for anything. 

‘All right, Benj’mun,”’ muttered Ezekiel 
nervously. 

Benjamin looked nervous himself, being 
the very first, but he began bravely. 

“Make us mo’ helpful’? — Benjamin’s 
throat was dry — “‘Make us mo’ helpful”’ 
— Benjamin was moistening his throat — 
“Make us mo’ helpful each day of our lives!” 
(It was out, and Ezekiel was at the board 
inscribing a very large M, Miss North 
watching intently.) 

“T’m but a stranger hyeah, Heben is my 
home.”’ (It came out with beautiful effect 
— Ezekiel placing a very large J after the 
M, and Miss North’s face a study.) 

‘Sof’ soap cuts de dirt.” (Tiberius tried 
to say it modestly. Miss North’s face was 
becoming slightly contracted.) 

. “Now or nuver.”” (Miss North was con- 
centratedly composing herself.) 

“ O—O—O ter be nuthin’!”? (William’s 
gasp of relief was pitiful. Miss North ap- 
peared to be bordering on a dangerous con- 
dition herself.) 
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“Rats an’ mice is meddlesome animuls.”’ 

“Thus saith de Lawd o’ Hosts.”’ (Queen 
Victoria in excellent voice and a strange, 
choking sound from Miss North.) 

““Has’e makes —”’ Emancipation looked 
suddenly horrified. ““Heben makes — Heben 
is where yer’s gwine ter w’en yer’s daid, but 
has’e makes was’e.”” (A final gasp of relief 
from Emancipation, and another strange 
choke, not definitely accounted for.) 

The last speaker had spoken and the last 
letter had gone down on the board, and there 
it stood, printed out in full: — 


MISS NORTH 


There was a pause. And then the de- 
moralized recipient of the entertainment 
collected her scattered faculties. 

“Why, how — how nice! How — very 
nice that was! You don’t mean to say you 
thought of all that — yourselves!” 

She still seemed to have that peculiar 
inclination to choke, but they looked so 
pleased and wriggly and shy, when she showed 
all this appreciation, that suddenly, just for 
a moment, she felt as if she were poised on a 
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balance — which might move either way. 
Their eyes were upon her. What was Miss 
North going todo? What was she going to do? 

“It was a — a wonderful idea!” she fin- 
ally articulated, and her voice wavered 
hardly perceptibly. 

Ezekiel looked up at her, his face beaming 
with smiles. 

“We reckoned yer’d like it,” he murmured 
rapturously; “‘we’s been a-practicin’ fer 
it ever sence yer lef’ us.” 

Once more Miss North’s eyes traveled 
from the smiling Ezekiel to the smiling row 
before him. | 

“Tt was a—a wonderful idea,’ 
peated softly. 

The leader’s own eyes fixed themselves 
upon the smiling row, responsibility again 
lurking momentarily about him. 

‘*T reckon yer may all go back an’ se’ down 
now, he announced. 

As they filed proudly back to their seats, 
he carefully laid down the stove poker, and — 
then with a quick breath, — suggestive only 
of well-earned relief, — Ezekiel also took his 
seat. 
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THE GENTLEMAN WITH THE GREEN TIE 


| Eh ieee with Archelus on his right and 
Tiberius and William Henry on his 
left, stood outside the big Assembly Hall 
and watched a mysterious, swaying conclave 
of people pour in. 

“It’s de confe’nce,” he explained briefly. 
“Tt’s de confe’nce where’s "bout de Ge 
people.” 

*W’at yer mean, bout de culled people?” 
questioned Archelus irritably. ‘‘W’at yer 
mean, it’s de confe’nce, anyway?” 

“W’y, it’s where dey all talks ’bout ’em. 
Doan’t yer know, it’s where dey talks ’bout 
uplif’in’ de culled people, an’ bout how dey’s 
gwine help ‘em. Ain’t yer nuver hyeah 
*bout 1t?” 

“Shuh! Ain’ dey talk *bout nuthin’ ’cep’ 
de culled people?”’ demanded Archelus with 
a certain fine scorn, unquestionably effective. 
‘Doan’ look like it’s sense ter talk ’bout ’em 
all time, is it?” 


A4. EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


**T doan’ know ef it’s sense or not,”’ rumi- 
nated Ezekiel dryly, “but it’s de onlies’ thing 
dey does, anyway.” 

‘Ain’ dey say nuth’n’ ’bout de w’ite 
people?” ventured Tiberius politely. 

““W’y, no, dey ain’ tekken no time fer de 
w ite people, cuz ef dey given all dey time 
ter de culled people, w’y, co’se ’tain’ no time 
lef? fer nuth’n’ else, is dey?’’ 

Archelus looked decidedly gloomy over 
the situation. 

** Well, look ter me like dey oughter tekken 
some time fer ’em, anyway,” he muttered. 

“Look so, too,” agreed Ezekiel broadly. 

‘““T s’pose somebody tekken de time fer 
"em, doan’ dey?” 

**T ain’t r’ally sho’ ef dey is or not. Trouble 
is, look like de w’ite people is all time think- 
in’ *bout uplif’in’ de culled people — an’ de 
culled people —”’ 

Archelus appeared to be waiting in some- 
thing like suspense. 

“Well, de culled people ain’ thinkin’ 
*bout nuth’n’.”’ 

All three listeners glanced about in brief 
concern. 
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“Cert’nly is true,” continued Ezekiel; 
“sometime look like dey doan’ do nuth’n but 
trifle. W’y, yer ain’ nuver seen ’em start 
no confe’nce ter talk *bout uplif’in’ de w’ite 
people or nuth’in else, is yer?” 

They all appeared to be searching their 
memories diligently. 

** Well, I doan’t reckon yer is, anyway. An’ 
trouble is dey ’s ser triflin’ dey doan’ wanter 
was e dey time on it.” 

**Tain’ right fer ’°em ter be like dat, any- 
way, ventured Tiberius once more. 

“No, *t ain’ right fer ’em, an’ co’se ef 
dey stop an’ putten dey mines on it dey kin 
see t ain’ right. An’ yit dey’ll se’ down on a 
cheer, an’ *t ain’ nary one uv ’em where’s 
gwine was’e no time uplif’in’ nuth’n.” 

Archelus hardly seemed to feel in sym- 
pathy with the subject from any standpoint. 

“Well, if yer zs gotten de time fer it, w’at 
yer gwine do *bout it, anyway?” he inquired 
somewhat testily. 

Well, I doan’ know —” Ezekiel pondered. 
““Co’se yer wanter think all time ’bout w’at 
yer kin do — an’ mos’ eve’y time yer see 
anybody comin’ ‘long, yer wanter stop an’ 
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putten yer mines on ’em, an’ ef it’s any way 
dey is need uplif’in’, w’y, dey’s mos’ sho’ 
ter show it right off.” 

““W’at yer mean, dey’s mos’ sho’ ter show 
it right off?” put in William Henry, who, up 
to this point, had been but a modest listener. 

Ezekiel glanced out into the broad walk 
where two belated persons approached the 
conference hall with rapid steps. 

‘* Well, jes’ looker de gen’leman wid de green 
tie, where’s comin’ long wid de lady right 
now,” he suggested easily. He gave a second 
glance at the door leading into the hall. “Ef 
dey eider one uv ’em needs uplif’in’, w’y, 
-dey ’s mos’ sho’ ter show it ’fo’ dey gits ter 
dat do’ yonder.”’ 

Every eye fixed itself conscientiously on 
the two in question, and the pair came 
bravely on, all unconscious of either the 
ordeal to be passed or the UGE Sa to be 
meted out. 

‘““We’re late, you see,” began the man ir- 
ritably, “it’s ridiculous to goin at this hour.”’ 

The little woman at his side hurried on 
with an anxious face. | 

“I’m afraid so,” she agreed timidly, “‘but 
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I had to get the things into the suit-case. We 
shan’t have much more time than to get the 
boat, as it is.” 

The man pulled out his watch. 

**Half-past three,’ he mumbled. “I’m 
supposed to address this meeting.” 

“It’s too bad,” apologized the other, her 
nervous glance hovering uneasily on his face, 
“but you weren’t waiting for me, were 
your? You didn’t seem to have finished 
dinner.” 

“Please don’t talk to me, Harriet! ”’ 
snapped the man, the ugly line between 
hiseyes deepening visibly; “I’ve got enough 
on my mind, without listening to you.” — 

The other murmured something indis- 
tinectly, and they both walked up the steps 
and into the hall of the conference. 

The corps of judges glanced briefly at 
each other for a moment, without comment. 
Then Archelus disburdened himself briefly. 

“Shuh! Dat ain’ no way ter speak.”’ 

‘Look like he ain’ spoke ve’y nice to ’er, 

anyway,” agreed Tiberius unreservedly. 
‘Ain’ I tole yer so?” broke out Ezekiel, 
conscious of a certain triumph, perhaps difhi- 
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cult to define. “I reckon fum de way he 
spoke she’s de lady where’s ma’ied to ’im,” 
he added philosophically. 

They strolled in silence across the grass 
and stopped again under one of the big wings 
of the same far-reaching building. 

‘Yer kin see fer yerselfs he ain’ spoke to 
er jes’ right,” continued Ezekiel, ‘“‘an’ it’s 
jes’ ez I tole yer. Ef anybody needs up- 
hif’in’, w’y, dey’s mos’ sho’ ter show it.” 

“W’at yer gwine do wid ’im?” questioned 
Archelus gloomily. 

His entire effect bespoke unquestionable 
and speedy extermination. It was appar- 
ently only a question of the most desirable 
means. 

“T dunno w’at yer is gwine do wid ’im,”’ 
pondered Ezekiel. ‘Look ter me like 
oughter somebody git talkin’ wid ’im.”’ 

“Shuh! I ain’ gwine git talkin’ wid ’im!” 
objected Archelus, in something like wrath- 
ful panic at the notion. 

“Well, I ain’ say yer is! But I s’pose ef 
he spoke ter yer an’ ax yer *pinion on de 
subjic’, w’y, I s’pose yer kin answer ’im, 
cyan’t yer?” 
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The possibility of such a request had evi- 
dently not occurred to Archelus. 

“Well, w’at’s I gwine answer "im, ef he 
as ax me?” he demanded, his jaw dropping 
weakly with fear alone. 

“Ef he ts ax yer—” Ezekiel paused 
thoughtfully.. The subject was certainly 
worthy of consideration. “Ef he is — wy, 
‘t ain’ nuth’n’ ter be skyeered bout, is it? 
Jes’ ’splain to ’im yer seen ’im w’en he spoke 
de way he did, an’ co’se ’t wan’ a ve *y nice 
way ter speak, an’ yer’s s’prise ter see he 
done it. An’ den, co’se, ef he ax yer wat he 
ws oughter say, well — w’at’s yer gwine 
answer ‘im den?” 

“I dunno,” replied Archelus feebly. 

“Well, I s’pose yer wanter given ’im a 
_ good answer den, anyhow, doan’t yer?” 

Archelus appeared either unable or unwill- 
ing torespond. Ezekiel looked plainly worried. 

“Look ter me like yer ain’ tekken no in- 
t’res’,” he resumed. “But ef yer’ll stan’ up 
dere jes’ a minit an’ mek-b’lieve yer’s de 
_ gen’leman wid de green tie, w’y, I’ll ’splain 
de way yer oughter answer a lady w’en she 
speak to yer.” 
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_ Archelus, standing to impersonate the 
- gentleman with the green tie, looked so in- 
adequate to the part that Ezekiel’s anxiety 
increased. 

‘Seem like p’r’aps I kin tell yer better ef 
I’se de gen’leman wid de green tie, myself,” 
he declared finally. 

Archelus merely nodded assent. 

“Well, dat’s de one I is, anyway. G’long 
now, you kin ax me a question, Archelus.”’ 

_ And chosen, apparently, for the difficult 
and delicate réle of the helpmate of the 
gentleman in question, Archelus rose with 
sudden brillianecy to the emergency. 

“IT s’pose we’s late,” he hinted politely, 
“but yer’s eatin’ yer dinner, ain’t yer?” 

Ezekiel regarded him with a rare, tolerant 
smile. 

““W’y, I s’pose we ts late, Ha’iet, ef yer 
ax me,” he agreed; “but *t ain’ nuth’n’ wuth 
mentionin’, is it? An’ mo’n all dat, ef yer’s 
ter given me my choice, I mos’ gen’ly rudder 
be late, anyway.” 

The impersonator of Harriet sat down 
comfortably and looked at the view. 

“Yer ain’t rudder be late ter school, is 
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yer?” put in William Henry, not entirely 
grasping the situation; ‘‘ Miss No’th’s gwine 
git after yer ef yer is.” 

“Hush yer noise, William Henry,” ad- 
monished the acting gentleman with the 
green tie. His eye fixed itself on the seated 
Harriet again. 

“I tole yer ’t ain’ nuth’n’ ter wo’y bout, 
Haviet,”’ he repeated pleasantly; “an’ mo’n 
all dat, ef yer gitten anywhere right on time, 
wy, pr’aps it’ll mek trouble, too. Yer 
cyan’ be r’ally sho’ *bout it. Anyway, it’s 
a gen leman I hyeah ’*bout once where start 
out to a confe’nce, an’ he say he ain’ gwine 
be late nudder. But trouble wuz he gotten 
dere too early. W’y, he gotten dere ser early, 
he se’ down on de steps ter wait, an’ he set 
dere waitin’ ser long he gotten feelin’ kine 
o po'ly. An’ time de res’ come dey seen he 
feel ser po’ly he ain’ sca’cely know ’em by 
sight. 

“* Wat mek yer come ser early?’ dey say. 

“*T dunno,’ he answer ’em; ‘I wisht I 
ain’t.’ 

‘An’ he spoken de trufe, cuz he ain’ nuver 
feel a well day sence it happen. 
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An’ it’s a lady I hyeah ’*bout once where 
start out to a confe’nce, an’ she gotten dere 
right on time, too. Only she trip ez she’s 
gwine up de steps, an’ reach out ter ketch 
’erself, an’ twis’ her elbow a lil’, so it r’ally 
disable ’er fer mos’ all summer. 

An’ it’s anudder lady Ihyeah ’bout where 
start out to a confe’nce, an’ she gotten dere 
jes’ on time. Only she slip ez she’s openin’ 
de do’, an’ stump ’er toe, so she’s *blige walk 
lame fer mo’n fo’ five weeks. 

““An’ it’s anudder gen’leman I hyeah 
*bout where start out to a confe’nce, an’ he 
gotten dere jes’ *zackly on time. Only he 
wrench ’is knee ez he’s a-shettin’ de do’, so 
it rally cripple *1m twell *bout Chris’mas- 
time.” 

Ain’ dey nobuddy gotten fru de do’ 
*thout gittin’ injure?” put in Tiberius anx- 
lously. 

““W’y, ya’as, Tibe’ius; I tole yer de gen’le- 
man wrench ‘is knee jes’ ez he’s a-shettin’ de 
do’. But he stay ter de confe’nce jes’ same, 
only he limp ez he’s gwine up de aisle.” 

Ezekiel paused. 

“Well, co’se yer kin see,” he continued, 
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“it’s better ef de gen’leman wid de green 
tie’s spoke some sech a way’s dat w’en de 
lady ax ’im ef dey ain’t late. He oughter 
‘a’ ’splain it to ’er like dat. An’ den co’se © 
wen she kin see ’t ain’ r’ally safe ter git no- 
where right ’zackly on time, w’y, co’se she’s 
gwine feel better *bout it. But ef she ain’t, 
wy, Is’pose he kin tell bout how he knowed 
‘bout a confe’nce once, an’ dey all uv ’em 
gotten dere on time, an’ dey come up a 
kine uv a rough sto’m an’ blown ’em all 
ter pieces. An’ ef dat ain’ ’nough fer ’er, wy, 
he better change de subjic’ an’ talk ’bout 
sump’n’ else.” | 

The seated Harriet was looking up at him 
with something like real admiration. 

“How yer mean change de subjic’?” she 
inquired with interest. 

“Well, sump’n’ like dis,” explained Eze- 
kiel. He glanced about till his eye fell on 
a small brown sparrow perched on a bush 
just opposite. Then he looked down benig- 

nantly. 

“Yer see dat spa’, I s’pose, Ha’iet?” he 
_ suggested politely. 
_ Harriet grunted a meek affirmative. 
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“Well, she ain’ set ve’y strong on dat 
branch anyhow, is she?” 

‘“‘T ain’ see but she set strong enough,” 
mumbled Harriet, with an evident effort 
after truth. : 

“No, she ain’t,’’ came the cheerful ob- 
jection; “she ain’ set strong — or easy nud- 
der, an’ reason is she’s ’fraid de branch ain’ 
gwine hole ’er.”’ 

Harriet, and all the others, in fact, made 
a hasty examination of the sitting atti- 
tude of the small brown bird upon the 
branch. 

“Oh, she ain’ no cause fer wo’y,”. put 
in Tiberius; ‘‘’tain’ nuth’n’ de matter wid 
dat branch.”’ 

“Mebbe ’tain’, Tibe’ius, but she’s a- 
wo’yin’ "bout it jes’ same. Look ter me like 
she’s ’fraid ter set dere, an’ she’s ’fraid ter 
fly erway. Cuz ef she set dere she know de 
branch’s gwine bus’ ’n’ let ’er down, an’ ef 
she fly erway w’y prob’ly somebody ’s gwine 
shoot ’er.” 

Beset by danger upon every side, however, 
the unfortunate bird still retained her hold 
upon the branch. 
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**Is yer like birds, Ha’iet?’’ continued the 
speaker gracefully. 

Harriet nodded. 

“TI s’pose yer ain’ like ’em well ’nough ter 
let ’°em peck yer eyes out, is yer?”’ 

Harriet was evidently weighing the argu- 
ments both for and against such a possibility. 

“I s’pose ef yer like ’em well ’nough, yer 
would n’ cyare. Somebody hyeah ’bout a 
boy once where like ’em ser well he “low ’em 
ter peck bofe ’is eyes out.” 

“Look ter me like he ain’ shown sense,” 
put in Tiberius smoothly. 

But at just this point, the harrowed bird 
upon the branch, apparently considering 
anything better than a tormenting uncer- 
tainty of fate, had to all appearances decided 
to choose the lesser of two evils. At any rate, 
she feebly cocked her eye and flapped her 
wing, and then she deliberately left her un- 
certain perch for dangers new. They watched 
her as she circled bravely up into the air 
and disappeared from view. 

“TI jes’ spoke *bout ’er,”’ concluded Eze- 
kiel easily, “‘ter show ’t ain’ de leas’ trouble 
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ter change de subjic’. 
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But the voice of William Henry broke 
warmly on the stillness. 

“Look! Dey’s comin’ outen de confe’nce!”’ 
he cried. “‘Jes’ look at ’em all a-comin’!”’ 

Archelus rose hastily from the ground, 
and Ezekiel advanced a step toward the 
rapidly increasing company which poured 
out through the big door. Hurriedly they 
were striking off in different directions, the 
majority coming on, their eyes fixed on the 
wharf, which showed just beyond the long 
stretch of grass. The small group under the 
wing of the big building looked up, hardly 
noticed, and regarded the hurrying, passing 
faces. 

“Looker where’s coming!’ whispered 
Tiberius excitedly. ‘“‘Looker de gen’leman 
wid de green tie!” 

Archelus retreated rapidly into the shadow 
of the building, his task of uplifting the white 
race looming large before him. 

“Oh, w’at yer skyeered *bout, Archelus?”’ 
mumbled Ezekiel. “‘He ain’ got no time fer 
nuth’n’.”’ 

He came striding on and passed them, 
while the little, nervous woman still hurried 
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by his side. Suddenly she stopped. He 
glanced over his shoulder irritably. 

“Go on, go right on to the boat,” she 
urged, with an effort at great cheerfulness: 
“T’ll be with you in a minute.” 

“You have n’t much time to lose,” he re- 
turned quickly, and strode ahead, while she 
_ still stood there looking about her with the 
distressed, glancing eyes. | 

“TI — forgot — to leave word yak the 
suit-case!’’ she whispered mechanically to 
his retreating figure; “it won’t be at the 
wharf!” 

She turned and moved swiftly out into the 
broad road, looking like a small, hunted 
thing which only sought escape. 

“She forgot it, an’ she’s fraid he’s gwine 
kill ’er, I reckon,” announced Archelus 
pleasantly; “look ter me like he oughter ten’ 
to it “isself, anyway.” 

Ezekiel balanced uncertainly a moment, 
his eyes moving rapidly from the wharf, 
and the bright, trembling water in the dis- 
tance, to the little, retreating figure flitting 
along in just the opposite direction in the 
broad road. Then he slowly followed her. 
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“Yer cyan’t ketch ’er,”’ declared Arche- 
lus easily; and Ezekiel broke into something 
like a shambling run. As the little person 
in the road heard the steps behind her, she 
turned and her glancing, nervous eyes looked 
down at him. 

“Oh, I wonder if you could help me!”’ she 
began. It was the faint cry of hopelessness 
reaching out for anything. 

Ezekiel looked back with slow, steady eyes. 

“Yas’m—TI’ll help yer,” he assured in 
hushed, protecting tones. “I'll help yer! 
I’l] — git yer bag fer yer!” 

She glanced down at a small watch. 

“The boat goes in eight minutes,” she 
whispered, ‘‘and it’s more than half a mile 
just to get there.” She pointed to a high, 
familiar roof, showing dimly in the distance. 
““T — could n’t possibly do it. My heart — 
is n’t very strong. There could n’t anybody 
do it!” 

Ezekiel looked up, his breath coming with 
soft, rapid sounds. | 

““T know where ’t is!” he broke in, “‘an’ 
I — I'll git it fer yer!” 

She put something into his outstretched 
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hand. “They ’ll understand. It’s my card.”’ 
Then she put her hands lightly up before 
her face. “‘But you could n’t possibly do it!”’ 
she broke out; “oh, it was so careless of me!”’ 

“T tell yer I’ll git it fer yer!” persisted 
Ezekiel, his eyes damp and eager. ‘Yer jes’ 
go back ter de boat now — an’ I’ll — git 
at fer yer!” 

He swung suddenly away from her, and 
as her hands came down from her face, she 
gazed after him for a moment disconsolately. 
Then she turned and moved slowly back 
again toward the wharf and the bright, 
trembling water. ... 

She was still moving slowly, her feet hardly 
lifting themselves from the ground. ... The 
boat was coming. . .. Her eyes rested on it 
almost passively. It was sweeping majesti- 
cally on, white and clear. In two minutes 
more it would have swept up to the little 
wharf and stopped there fora moment. Her 
tired eyes turned backwards again. But there 
was no one to be seen in the broad road. 

TI told him he could n’t,”’ she murmured; 
“T shall have — to go on — and tell Edgar. 
I don’t really see — how I could have for- 
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gotten — anything like that!” Then sud- 
denly she walked straight on with firm steps. 

The boat was pointing its clean, white 
prow toward the little wharf and the waiting 
crowd — about to dock. She turned just once 
more, and her breath came faintly in her 
throat. That small, bending thing off there 
— just swinging round the corner of the big 
road — what was it? 

“Oh! If he could only — only get here!”’ 
she choked weakly. 

She ran down to the wharf with confused 
steps, and then she ran back again to the 
grass, waving her thin, little arms excitedly. 
The people stepping on to the boat turned 
and looked back at her curiously, and a 
man with a green tie stepped back to the 
erass. 

““Come, come, Harriet,’”’ he commanded, 
“what are you waiting for? You’re going to 
be left!” 

But the crowd still poured on to the rock- 
ing boat, and she hardly looked at him. 

“Don’t you see!”’ she whispered. ‘I —I 
— forgot about it —are they going to wait ?”’ 

The man gave one swift look across the 
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long stretch of grass, and then he darted 
back to the wharf with quick, loud tones of 
explanation and command. 

And still the white boat rocked on the 
water and the small, bending figure, stagger- 
ing wildly under its load, came lurching on 
across the grass. 

On the decks people leaned over and gazed 
curiously — while once again a man with 

‘a green tie dashed across the gangplank to— 
the grass. 

“Wait — jes’ a— minute!” came a faint, 
hoarse cry. 

Then there was one final, reckless spurt of 
desperation, — and he was there, dropping 
with a dull thud to the grass, — while his 
burden was snatched swiftly from his hands 
and there were rapid footsteps rattling on 
the wharf. 

“Oh — it’s killed you! It’s killed you!” 
came a faint sob in his ear. 

He looked up dully. “‘Yer’ll miss— yer 
boat — doan’t yer — cry —” he whispered 
confusedly. 

He half heard the little sob again — and 
the footsteps once more — and then the boat 
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swung round with a long, slow swish. He 
looked up. It was a hushed, intent line of 
faces that leaned over the deck — there 
was one small and haggard one, with tears 
still upon it, but it. tried to smile, and a 
handkerchief waved down to him. Then — 
was it a whole line of handkerchiefs? And 
did he hear something else — like cheering? 
But he was only looking at the small, hag- 
_ gard face, and with his eyes never moving, 
he struggled slowly to his feet, and with a 
wan but determined smile, he waved his 
hand. 

**Doan’t — yer — cry —”’ he was whisper- 
ing mechanically. 

But something dropped from his hand. 
He looked down with puzzled eyes at a large 
and shining piece of silver on the grass. 
Then he seemed to remember. 

‘He given it ter me — w’en he tukken de 
bag —” he mumbled weakly. “I s’pose — 
he given it ter me cuz — he’s tryin’ ter — 
uplif? — de culled people.” He stopped, 
still looking down uncertainly at the shining 
piece of silver. 

“Shuh! He ain’ fit ter uplif? nuth’n’!” 
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He raised his head, and his eyes rested on 
the retreating boat, while slowly the smile 
crept back to his face again — and with a 
brave, almost gay little gesture, he once 
more waved his hand. 


IV 
THE BEAST OF THE DEEPEST WOODS 


HEY had come a long distance and 
Ezekiel looked down in sudden con- 
cern. 

‘Is yer tiahed, Linsey?” he asked of his 
smaller companion. 

Linsey murmured a faint and indefinite 
response. 

“Se’ down an’ res’ yerself,”’ ordered the 
other. 

He sat down on the faded, September 
grass and Ezekiel sat down beside him, an 
arm of protection resting lightly round his 
small, sagging shoulders. 

**Say — Linsey, is yer ever seen a Chris’- 
mas tree?” he queried cheerfully. 

There was a brief moment of meditation. 

“Ts yer, Linsey?” 

A hopeful light was on his companion’s 
face, but it was mixed too, with an anxious 
doubt. 

“Cuz I know where I kin git yer one. I 
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know where I kin git a Chris’mas tree fer 
yer, Linsey!” 

The hopeful light grew into a flickering 
smile, and they both looked up at the thick 
woods just beyond. 

“Yer stay where yer is now! It’s too 
rough fer yer in dere mong de trees anyway. 
Yer stay where yer is twell I git back ’g’in! 
Hyeah?” 

He moved swiftly toward the trees and 
the smaller boy’s eyes followed with increas- 
ing anxiety. He looked back. 

“T’se gwine git a Chris’mas tree fer yer, 
Linsey!”’ he explained. ‘“‘’T ain’ gwine tek 
long!” he assured, as undisguised alarm 
brought the other lurching unsteadily to his 
small legs. Again Ezekiel was at his side, 
forcing him gently down to the sun-faded 
grass again. 

*“*T ain’ gwine tek long I tell yer, Linsey,”’ 
he repeated, “so w’at yer wo’in’ ’bout? I 
tell yer I’se gwine git a Chris’mas tree fer 
yer!”’ | 3 

The flickering smile appeared again — 
and then once more Ezekiel moved toward 
the woods and disappeared through the trees. 
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The brown leaves and twigs crackled sharply 
under his feet and with eager, ever-searching 
eyes, he pushed forward. 

“Look like it’s mos’ eve’y kine o’ tree 
hyeah, anyway,” he panted lightly; “‘only 
dey’s ser close an’ bunch tergedder yer cyan’ 
sca’cely see °em!”’ 

He came out on to a clearer footing of 
dried, level grass, where little spruces and 
hemlocks stood round in orderly silence. 

*“Dey’s too big fer Linsey,’ he meditated 
critically, striking into the deeper woods 
again with the same ever-searching eyes. 
**It’s a Chris’mas tree somew’ere roun’ yere, 
I reckon,’ he muttered; “look like one over 
yonder, now!”’ 

His steps quickened. 

“Shuh! Dat ain’ no Chris’mas tree! 
°T ain’ no r’al Chris’mas tree nowhere!” 

He wandered on more slowly, disappoint- 
ment creeping into his face. 

“Well, I ain’ gwine look all day!” he 
broke out finally. He turned slowly round. | 

“T reckon Linsey ain’ gwine wait all day, 
nudder,”’ he concluded. “‘I’se gwine back 
Tear § 
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Again his steps grew rapid, and then he 
stopped suddenly, looking down at a bravely 
branching little hemlock just before him. 

“?°T ain’ hyeah befo’,” he argued; and 
as he went on with the crisp, green thing 
held lightly under one arm, he looked round 
in puzzled wonder. 

“°'T ain’ jes’ de same way I come,” he 
meditated. 

A few, dead brown leaves wandered lazily 
past him and Ezekiel broke into an agitated 
run. 

“Linsey cyan’ be waitin’ all day!” The 
trees thickened before him and he darted 
away to the right. 

“TT. ain’ de same way I come!”’ he repeated 
distractedly, turning again and forging 
ahead; “look like I doan’ know which way 
I’se gwine!”’ 

He dodged round tree-trunks and ran on, 
and then dropped into a walk and came to 
a standstill. 

“T reckon I’se los’,”’ he whispered faintly. 
He plunged recklessly in among the thickest 


growth. 
“Linsey’s gwine git los’ too!” It was a 


68 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


frightened, little wail that caught hopelessly 
in his throat. “‘I — tole ‘im I’se gwine git 
right back ’g’in! He — ain’ gwine wait all 
day fer me! Linsey’s gwine git los’ too!” 
He stumbled over a root and dashed his 
coat-sleeve across his eyes. 

‘“He’s too lil ter be lef’ all ‘lone, any- 
way!” he panted. He went stumbling on 
and finally stopped breathlessly, leaning 
back against a big tree-trunk, his small 
face turned upwards to the branches in the 
passive despair of desolation. 

“T lef’ ’im ‘lone,’ he murmured in faint 
contrition. 

There was a sharp, whirring sound, but 
he appeared not to notice. 

“IT spose he’s ’*mence lookin’ fer me now.”’. 

A small bird, with lifeless wings, dropped 
down on the dead leaves before him and he 
leaned slowly over and picked it up. 

“It’s daid,” he whispered, holding the 
warm little body in his hands. And an eager- 
faced man in brown khakis came rushing 
through the trees. 

‘“Good shot, was n’t it?’ he commented 
lightly, as he dropped the small bird into 


Linsey’s gwine git los’ too! 


EZEKIEL EXPANDS 69 


the big hunter’s bag. He strode away and 
Ezekiel’s cry followed him dimly. 

“Well, what’s the trouble?’’ hedemanded, 
turning swiftly. 

**T — doan’ know where I is!” 

~The Hunter in Brown laughed loudly. 

“You’re in the woods,” he replied. 

**I’se — los’, too!”’ 

The Hunter in Brown laughed again. 

““Who’s going to find you, do you sup- 
pose?”’ 

“ZI dunno.” It sounded like a faintly 
breathed apology for existence. 

“Will you come along with me?” 

There was a small green tree on the ground 
that had been dropped in despair a moment 
before, and Ezekiel picked it up and stowed 
it safely away under one arm. 

*“*Linsey’s los’, too,” he explained, as he 
hobbled over the crunching undergrowth to 
join this newly found companion. 

“How many more?” queried the Hunter 
in Brown. 

“I dunno; I lef’ ’im out in de ho’se-ches’- 
nut pasture.” 

“The horse-chestnut pasture? Isee. Well, 
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you come along with me. I don’t promise 
to find him for you, but I’ll take you out to 
the horse-chestnut pasture.” 

‘Ya’as, suh,” assented Ezekiel, becoming 
momently more filled with sublime trust- 
fulness. He hugged the green thing under 
his arm and glanced about him through the 
thickly growing trees. 

“Mek me think o’ de li’l’ boy where live 
in de woods,” he volunteered cheerfully. 

“Friend of yours?” 

**No, suh, he live all “Jone. He ain’ no 
frien’ 0’ mine.” 

“That so? Well, let me tell you something. 
You’ve covered a good deal of ground since 
- you left the horse-chestnut pasture, but 
we're not so far from the open, either.” 

** Look like we’s comin’ out now.” 

“We are coming out, but it’s not exactly 
the right spot either.” 

Ezekiel’s face glowed eagerly as they 
stepped out on to a long, faded stretch of 
September grass, and he looked about him 
with sharply questioning eyes. | 

“If we keep along near the trees we'll 
come to the horse-chestnut pasture — see? 
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You went a good distance, but you did n’t 
get very far in. Well, come on.” 

Ezekiel glanced across the smooth, sunny 
stretch before him and drew a gentle sigh 
of relief. 

“What was that about that friend of 
yours that lived in the woods?” 

‘*No, suh, he ain’ no frien’ 0’ mine, but he 
— ya’as, suh, he live in de woods, too.”’ 

“Was n’t a friend of yours, then?” 

**No, suh, he ain’ no frien’ 0’ mine — but 
co’se he mos’ allays live wid ’is frien’s, too.”’ 

“Liked company, did he?” 

“Ya’as, suh; — but sump’n’s mos’ allays 
seem ter happen to ’°em —so dat’s de reason 
he cide he’s gwine off in de deepes’ woods 
where he know could n’ be nobuddy else but 
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im. 
“Wise lad.” 

“Ya’as, suh. He ’cide he’s gwine off in 
de deepes’ woods where he know could n’ 
be nobuddy else but ’im.... ’T’ wuz one o’ 
dese yere sunshiny mawnin’s w’en he start.” 

*““T see. Go ahead.” | 

“So co’se he walk erlong down de road 
where led ter de deepes’ woods. . . .” 
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“Is that all?’ 

*“No, suh. Cuz look like de sunshine keep 
on gittin’ a lil duller, too, an’ time he 
reach de aidge o’ de woods it’s ser dull ’n’ 
cool, it mek ’im kine o’ shiver like. So he 
stop a minute an’ look fru de aidge, an’ he 
won’er ef de sun ever shine in dere. An’ he 
look up at de big trees an’ he feel kine o’ 
small an’ lonesome, an’ he wisht he ain’ 
come. But he knows he cyan’ turn roun’ now. 
He knows he’s ’blige go on now, anyway, 
an’ he step inter de woods an’ kine o’ ketch 
is bref. 

***Look like I’se de onlies’ one yere,’ he 
say. 

*“Co’se he only spoke fer comp’ny, cuz 
he knowed ’t ain’ nobuddy ter answer, but 
seem like it given ’im a li'l’ mo’ cou’ge, too. 
Cuz after he spoke, w’y, he walk right erlong 
fru de trees, an’ de onlies’ soun’ wuz ’is 
feet. 

*** Look like it’s gittin’ deeper,’ he say, but 
he keep right on, an’ de onlies’ soun’ wuz 
is feet. 

***Look like it’s gittin’ awful deep an’ 
lonesome,’ he say, kine o’ ketchin’ ’is bref 
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agin, too, an’ "Manuel stop an’ look eroun’. 
Cuz he knows he’s gittin’ in de deepes’ 
woods. An’ he stan’ dere an’ listen. But de 
onlies’ soun’ he hyeah wuz a li’!’ light win’ 
like, a-talkin’ up dere wid de leaves. An’ he 
wait a minit, thinkin’ p’r’aps ’t would come 
down. But ’t ain’ no use, an’ he ’cide he 
cyan’ was’e ‘is time no mo’. So he start right 
in an’ buil’ ’*im a house. He buil’ it out uv 
sticks an’ leaves an’ twigs like, an’ den he 
went in an’ se’ down ter res’. But ’t ain’ 
much res’ fer de lil’ boy. Cuz he ain’ no 
sooner se’ down ’n de hyeah sump’n’ where 
‘blige ’im ter git right up ’g’in. He hyeah a 
kine uv a rushin’ soun’ outside de do’. 

“Oh, where ’s dere?’ he say. But de only 
answer he gotten wuz de same kine uv a 
rushin’ soun’ outside de do’. 

“Well, co’se de lil’ boy ain’ feel ve’y 
brave, but he gotten up an’ he look out. 

““*Where’s dere?’ he say ’g’in. An’ same 
time he spoke he seen w’at mek de trouble, 
cuz all eroun’ ’im is de deepes’ woods, an’ 
it’s a wile beas’ a-rushin’ pas’ de do’. 

‘He jes’ stan’ dere in de do’way ’n’ study 
*bout it. , 
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““W’at’s yer name?’ he holler praesen’ly. 

‘An’ de beas’ turn roun’ an’ den she given 
a kine uv a light spring up in de air where 
show she’s awful wile, an’ den she se’ down 
an’ study, too. 

“Nex yer know, she,spoke. Say, w’y, she 
doan’ know, she doan’ r’ally see no call fer 
no name; say she allays live off yonder in de 
deepes’ woods where ’t ain’ nobuddy ter 
speak ter; say she doan’ know is she gotten 
no name. An’ den she risen up *thouten no 
mo’ wo'ds ter Manuel an’ walk right pas’ 
"im in de house. 

De lvl’ boy walk in behine ’er. 

***Is yer ve’y wile?’ he say. 

***Va’as, I’se kine 0’ wile,’ she answer; an’ 
den she jump up an’ leap an’ tyeah roun’ 
twell she’s mos’ broke de room down, an’ den 
she turn a summersel. 

‘**Manuel seen she’s right *bout it. 

***W’at mek yer ser wile?’ he say. 

***T’se de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods,’ 
she answer. An’ "Manuel study an’ won’er 
ef she’s tellin’ ’im de trufe. 

***Le’s se’ down,’ he say. ‘Le’s se’ down 
fer a lil’ res’.’ 
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***T ain’ gwine se’ down fer no res’,’ she 
answer ‘im; an’ she tyeah de room ter pieces 
a lil’ mo’, an’ den she step up an’ tyeah de 
lv’P boy’s ha’r out. 

*“Co’se he seen she’s awful wile den, an’ 
yit he kine o’ like ter keep ’er fer comp’ny, 
too. 

“Sho, dat ain’ a ve’y nice way ter do,’ 
he say; ‘look ter me like yer oughter know 
mo’n dat, anyway.’ 

“She ain’ r’ally mek no ’sponse. She jes’ 
look at ’im an’ den she step up an’ scratch 
"Is eyes out. 

**’Manuel’s mad w’en she done dat, an’ 
he shown it, too. 

““*Look ter me like yer ain’ no sense ’t all,’ 
he say. Ef ’t ain’ been fer keepin’ ’er fer com- 
pny, he’d a spoke rougher ’n he did. 

“But ‘de Beas’ she ain’ seem ter pay de 
leas’ *tention to *im. She jes’ given ’im one 
mo’ look, an’ den she step up an’ knock ’is 
teef out. 

“Well, "Manuel’s ser mad den, he spoke 
r’al plain. 

“Now, jes’ hole on a minit!’ he say; 
‘yer’s gwine completely disfigger me nex’ yer 
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know! Sho, you ain’ no comp’ny fer no- 
buddy!’ he say. 

“De Beas’ she tukken a look eroun’ ’er. 

***T’se de Beas’ 0’ de Deepes’ Woods,’ she 
say agin. | 

“Yer better go back where yer come fum, 
den!’ >Manuel answer ’er. 

“She walk out ter de do’ an’ she walk 
back ag’in. 

*** Well, I ain’t,’ she say, ‘I’se gwine stay 
right yere where [I is,’ she say. 

“He cyan’ help laffin’ den, cuz co’se he’s 
kine o’ glad ter have ’er fer comp’ny, too. 
An’ she look at ’im an’ smile to erself 
like. 

“So dey went out do’s, an’ de Beas’ o’ de 
Deepes’ Woods she seem ter change an’ git 
r’al.quiet, an’ dey walk roun’ un’er de trees 
tergedder, her an’ de li'l’ boy. 

‘An’ w’en night come an’ it’s time fer 
baid, she say she reckon she'll lie down on 
de leaves siden de do’. So de lil’ boy went 
in de house an’ she lie down on de leaves. 

‘An’ in de night de li'l’ boy wek up, an’ 
it’s r’al still, but he kin hyeah a kine uv 
a sof’ soun’ comin’ in fru de dark. “I wuz de 
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Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods a-brevin’ in 
’er sleep. 

An’ he lay dere list’nin’ an’ den he ’mem- 
bered sump’n’. *T wuz ’bout de diff’ren’ 
frien’s he gotten ’im in de pas’. He ’mem- 
bered sump’n’ allays happen to ’em. Seem 
like he kin think o’ eve’ything where ever 
happen to ’em. He kin think o’ eve’ything 
ser clare. Cuz it’s ser still de onlies’ soun’ 
wuz de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods a-brevin’ 
in ’er sleep. 

**Praesen’ly de li’l’ boy slip outen de baid 
an’ dress *isself an’ went out ter de do’. 
An’ ez he look out ’t ain’ nuth’in’ but de 
trees an’ de dark — an’ de Beas’ a-sleepin’. 
Seem like he ain’ nuver seen de night look 
ser big. 

““An’ he stan’ dere a-thinkin’ whole lot 
o’ lil small things. 

‘Den he move off down de steps an’ given 
a poke like, wid ’is foot. 

De Beas’ she lif’ up ’er haid slow an’ look 
at ’im. De li'l’ boy spoke. 

**Sump’n’ ’s mos’ sho’ ter happen to yer,’ 
he say. 

**An’ de Beas’ she risen up in de dark an’ 
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she knowed he’s right. She knowed de li’l’ 
boy’s right *bout it. She ain’t r’ally mek no 
*sponse *t all. She jes’ look at ’im. 

***T reckon we’ll be *blige shoot yer ter 
save yer, he say. 

“She ain’t mek de leas’ answer; she jes’ 
move off a lil’ nare de trees. 

**Ya’as, I reckon we'll be ’blige shoot yer 
ter save yer, lil’ boy say ’g’in; ‘step out 
so’s yer kin ketch a li'l’ light fum de stars.’ 

**She step out like he tole ’er, ter cetch de 
light. 

***But yer’s shiv’rin’,’ lil’ boy say, a-git- 
tin out de gun. ‘’T ain’ no use shoot’n’ at 
yer ef yer’s shiv’rin’. Yer kin see fer yerself 
I’se mos’ sho’ ter miss yer.’ 

**Beas’ shiver wuss ’n ever. 

*** Hole still!’ WP boy holler. An’ he aim 
de gun. 

‘Beas’ shiver wuss ’n befo’. 

“*T tell yer, hole still!’ ll’ boy holler. 
*’T ain’ gwine do nuth’n’ but disfigger yer 
ef I 2s hit yer!’ He aim de gun ag’in. 

‘Beas’ shiver ser bad she ain’ r’ally look 
like nuth’n’. 

“Well, I’se gwine give yer one mo’ 
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chance an’ dat’s all,’ ’Manuel say. ‘An’ ef 
yer cyan’ hole still dis time, w’y, ’t ain’ de 
leas’ hope fer yer.’ 

“Den de li'l’ boy aim de gun fer de las’ 
time, an’ trufe is de Beas’ is a-shiverin’ ser 
bad, w’y, look like she’s jes’ a-hoppin’ 
roun’ dere on de leaves. Li’l’ boy lay down 
de gun. 

““Yer’s ruin yer chances,’ he say, an’ he 
turn roun’ ter go in de house. 

““Ain’t yer gwine shoot me?’ Beas’ ax 
"1m. 

***No, I ain’t,’ "Manuel answer. ‘I given 
yer de chance an’ yer ain’t accep’ it.’ 

‘De Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods, she turn 
‘roun’ too, awful quick, an’ she look mos’ 
skyeered ter def. | 

“Den, I reckon I’ll be ’blige go back in 
de deepes’ woods,’ she say. 

“*Reckon yer will,’ come de answer; ‘sum- 
pn’ ’s mos’ sho’ ter happen ter yer ef yer 
stay.’ 

“She look off fru de trees an’ tukken a few 
steps, an’ den she turn roun’ an’ look back. 
Seem like she doan’ r’ally wanter go. 

-“* Good-bye,’ ll’ boy say. 
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“<* Good-bye,’ she answer, an’ den she walk 
off by ’erself. It’s ser dark he kin only see 
’er kine o’ dim, but she ain’ turn roun’ ag’in. 
She keep a-gwine on — an’ de lil’ boy strain 
"is eyes a-lookin’ fru de trees — twell she’s 
ser dim he cyan’ see ’er *t all. An’ de on- 
lies’ soun’ he kin hyeah wuz ’er feet a-comin’ 
down sof’ ’n’ far-’way, in de leaves. 

‘““An’ he stan’ dere in de do’way an’ listen 
ter de soun’ twell it git smaller *n’ smaller, 
an’ he lean ’is haid fo’ward, an’ den he cyan’t 
hyeah nuth’n’. 

‘An’ de li'l’ boy look at de night ag’in, 
an’ den he turn roun’ an’ walk back in de 
house erlone. Cuz he knowed she’s gone 
now. He knowed de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ 
Woods is gone an’ lef’ ’im to ’isself. 

“So af’ dat de li’l’ boy’s ’blige live dere all 
‘lone, ’thout no comp’ny ’t all. An’ some- 
time de days look kine o’ long to ’im, an’ 
sometime he wek up in de night, an’ seem like 
it’s ser still he cyan’t hyeah nuth’n’ ’t all, 
*cep’n’ w’en he breve, “isself. An’ den he 
think *bout de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods, 
a-livin’ off dere *thout nobuddy ter speak to 
all day an’ all night—an’ he won’er ef she’s 
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lonesome. ... He’s de onliest? one where 
knows she’s dere, but he seen ’er, so he 
knows. ... An’ sometime he go out ter de 
do’, a-thinkin’ p’r’aps she’s come back ter 
s’prise “im — an’ he’Il fine ’er a-sleepin’ on 
de leaves. But he knows ’t ain’ r’ally so 
—an’ he only do it fer comp’ny. Cuz de 
li'l’ boy knows jes’ way it is fer sho’. An’ 
doan’ mek no diffunce w’at anybody say. 
She’s livin’ in de deepes’ woods cuz she ‘long 
dere, an’ ’t ain’ no use ter try ter fine ’er. 
Cuz she’s de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods, an’ 
it’s ’er home cuz she zs de Beas’ 0’ de Deepes’ 
Woods, an’ dat’s de reason she ain’ no udder 
name ’scusin’ de Beas’ o’ de Deepes’ Woods 
—an’ dey need n’ nobuddy try ter fine ’er 
cuz dey cyan’t... .” 

“Hush!” 

It was the voice of the Hunter in Brown. 
They were crossing the boundary line of the 
horse-chestnut pasture. 

“Who was it, did you say? Who was it 
that you left here?”’ 

Ezekiel started at the touch of the Hunt- 
er’s hand on his shoulder. His eyes leaped 
with a sudden memory. | 
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‘Linsey,’ he whispered. 

“Yes —”’ the Hunter’s glance swept the 
smooth pasture. “‘ Where is he?” 

“He ain’t yere.”’ The small Christmas 
tree dropped to the ground again, and Eze- 
kiel stood staring round him with an expres- 
sionless face. 

**He’s los’.”’ 

_ The Hunter moved forward to the trees 
and Ezekiel followed him, catching at his 
arm. 

‘**He’s — los’ —” he broke out faintly. 

‘Well, cheer up now; I guess we can find 
him, can’t we?” 

**He’s los’ in de woods!” came the dismal 
wail. “I lef’ *im yere an’ he’s los’ ’isself — 
in de woods! He’s los’ ’isself —a-lookin’ fer 
me in de woods!” He dived recklessly in 
through the thick bushes. 

“Hold on, now!”’ The gun of the Hunter 
in Brown caught in the heavy growth and 
held him, as he pushed on after Ezekiel. 

**Hold on, I tell you!” he shouted sav- 
agely; ““you’ll be lost again, yourself, next 
you know!” He stepped back and grimly 
propped the gun against a tree. “‘Confound 
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it all!” he grunted. Then he disappeared 
through the thick bushes. 

When they finally came out together, 
there was a kinder light in the Hunter’s eyes 
and his big grasp seemed to guide the 
stumbling feet beside him. 

“Steady — now, we’ll find him yet; just 
brace up, old man! Hullo! what’s that? 
Away over there, across the pasture!” 

Ezekiel wriggled under the detaining hand 
and broke away, while the Hunter in Brown 
strode after him. As he left great paces be- 
hind him, gradually gaining on the fleeing 
little figure, it came to a sudden standstill. 
Ezekiel’s disappointed, reproachful eyes 
looked up at him. 

‘“°T ain’ Linsey,” he faltered briefly. 

“Oh, well, just cheer up, now! He’s prob- 
ably gone home.”’ 

“No, he ain’ gone home,”’ came the un- 
happy moan; “he’s a-lookin’ fer me — in 
de woods!”’ 

“Well, we’ll scour the woods some more, 
TBE ie 

He wheeled about and broke into his 
long stride again, and Ezekiel followed with 
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confused, hurrying steps. The Hunter in 
Brown was startled by his cry. 

“Took! A-settin’ right dere nex’ de tree! 
Dere he is now! Dere’s Linsey now!” 

The slow, comfortable glance of the Hunter 
in Brown paused critically. 

“That? Good work. Is he going hunting? 
He’s knocked my gun over, I see.” 

Ezekiel bounded forward. 

“Linsey !”’ 

The small untroubled face in the distance 
looked up in brief attention, and then, in 
puzzled wonder, it turned its gaze back to 
the gun of the Hunter in Brown, lying there 
under the tree. 

“Hyeah I is; Linsey!” shouted Ezekiel; 
““T’se jes’ lookin’ fer yer!” 

The silent figure still gazed down in a kind 
of hypnotic amazement, bending cautiously 
over for a closer scrutiny. 

“He’d better go slow there —”’ Ezekiel 
turned his head at the sound of the Hunter’s 
voice. ‘‘Those aren’t very safe quarters, 
you know. You’d better get him up. Hold 
on — go easy, now!” 

“Look yere, Linsey!” commanded Eze- 
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kiel. “‘Hyeah we is, Linsey! Come on! You 
hyeah?”’ 

Again the small, passive face glanced up 
obliviously and the hands reached down with 
slow, inquiring movements. 

Ezekiel shot a look of sharp HuesHion at 
the Hunter in Brown. 

“Steady, there —”’ came the voice behind 
him; “go easy, I tell you, but get him away 
from that thing if you don’t want him to 
blow his head off!” 

Ezekiel stopped in sudden confused alarm. 
Then he bent forward, his breath coming 


rapidly. 
“Linsey!” came his whisper — ‘“‘hyeah 
we is, Linsey! Doan’t yer see? .. . Linsey!” 


The whisper was a distracted cry. “‘Hyeah 
we rs!” 

But the hands were still reaching down, 
moving, grasping, here — there — every- 
where. Ezekiel crept forward, his eyes fixed 
like two small points of light — his own 
hands reaching down, reaching — grasping 
for something, too. 

*“Look — Linsey’? — he was panting — 
‘look — Linsey! Look!” 
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It came like a triumphant, pealing shout. 
He had it now. His hands were round it — 
and hesprang up straight to his feet with the 
crisply branching little Christmas tree held 
high above his head. 

“T tell yer — look, Linsey! Look at de 
Chris’mas tree I’se got yer! Come git it! 
Quick!” 

The hovering, little figure came staggering 
to its feet. It lurched ahead, its arms 
stretched out to the fresh, green thing, while 
Ezekiel still stood before him, holding it 
high and quivering above his head. 

‘**Good work!” It was the low, slow voice 
of the Hunter in Brown. He passed them 
with his big stride. 

““H—m!”’ he grunted, as he reached down 
for his gun. He turned suddenly on the two 
before him. 

“You ’d better run home before anything 
more happens to you,” he advised without 
further comment. 

The Christmas tree came down between 
them, and Ezekiel looked through its top- 
most branches at the awed smile on the other 
side. 
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“TI reckon we better go home now, Lin- 
sey,” he suggested with a sudden, deep 
breath of unmixed relief. 

“Wait a minute!” The Hunter’s eyes 
paused on them once more, and his hand 
fumbled at his gun as they stood with the 
Christmas tree between them. “‘ Where were 
you, anyway, young shaver, when we started 
out to scour the pasture for you? Asleep in 
the bushes?” 

For a moment a reflective yawn drove 
away the awed smile, and the Hunter 
grunted again amiably, and turned tothe 
woods. 

“Is yer gwine back, ’g’in?” questioned 
Ezekiel, glancing involuntarily up at the 
thick, beckoning trees before them, and then 
out across the gentle, sunny pasture; ‘“‘is 
yer gwine back dere — same as yer is befo’?”’ 

The face of the Hunter in Brown looked 
back at him, lit up with a reviving memory. 

“Yes, I’m going back to find the Beast 
of the Deepest Woods,” he answered. 

And Ezekiel watched him as he stepped in 
through the trees. 


V 


THE UNACQUAINTED ONE 
ISS NESBIT, the new teacher, was 


quite sure that she was not sufficiently 
well acquainted with the children as a whole. 
Of course, in her own grade, they were be- 
ginning to feel on fairly familiar terms with 
her, even though she was the first white 
teacher they had ever had in that particular 
grade. But owing, perhaps, to this same 
quality of the skin, there was not yet that 
close bond of fellowship with the student 
body in general which she desired. 

“T think it is a good thing that I am to 
stay with them to-day through the noon 
hour,” she observed to Miss Doane, the 
Principal, one morning, after a conscientious 
week in her new position. “Of course I 
realize that there are only ten or twelve 
children who bring their lunches, but they 
will most of them be new to me, and I’m 
only too glad of the opportunity to get ac- 
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quainted with them. They feel no sense of 
freedom with me.” 

“Qh, that feeling of peo taal will wear 
off,” encouraged Miss Doane. “Of course 
just now they think of you as the new 
teacher — from the North.” | 

‘IT suppose so—”’ murmured Miss Nesbit. 
“T don’t doubt that I am impatient. But 
I’m so eager to get used to them. To — to 
really make a study of their characteristics 
— their racial characteristics.” 

Miss Doane smiled. She had known the 
zealous spirit before. 

‘“T understand!” she agreed cheerfully. 

As the big bell struck at twelve o’clock, 
she watched long lines of children file out; 
—and then, as she struck a smaller bell and 
prepared to depart herself, the ‘* noon lunch- 
ers’ came marching from their various quar- 
ters to Miss Nesbit’s own especial room, 
where she waited in pleased complacency 
for her guests. 

“How nice and quiet and polite they 
look,” she meditated. “ Why, there are 
fourteen of you, are n’t there?” she began 
graciously, as they took their seats. “I’m 
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afraid I don’t know you all by name, but 
there’s Lemuel and — and Archibald — and 
—why, there’s Ezekiel; — oh, I know a 
good many of you, don’t I? Well, I expect I 
shall know you all before one o’clock.”’ 

““Yas’m, ‘spec’ so, too,” agreed Ezekiel 
politely — as a general offering of smiles 
was bestowed upon the new teacher. 

Miss Nesbit looked at them, as they made 
slight preparations for their noonday nour- 
ishment, and felt a momentary doubt as to 
just how to continue. There was something 
of a pause. 

Ezekiel felt the unquestioned responsi- 
bility of establishing a respectable conversa- 
tion again. 

“Cake’s better’n bread, an’ preserves is 
better’n cake, an’ jam tarts is better’n per- 
serves, an’ candy’s bes’ uv all,’”’ he observed 
amiably as he glanced about him. 

This brief classification proved to be some- 
thing in the nature of true inspiration. At 
all events, it was the means of starting a 
really fluent and general conversation. 

*“Candy’s bes’ uv all, but 1t doan’t nour- 
ish yer like bread an’ cake, an’ yer ’smo’ apt 
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ter git choke on it, too.” His neighbor 
glanced at Miss Nesbit, as he threw in this 
philosophical rejoinder, and there was a 
quick concession of opinion. 

‘An’ yer’s mo’ apt ter git choke on jam 
tarts ‘n yer is on perserves, too!”’ 

“An’ yer’s mo’ apt ter git choke on per- 
serves ’n yer is on cake, too!” 

‘An’ yer ’s mo’ apt ter git choke on cake 
n yer is on bread, too!”’ 

Miss Nesbit was looking plainly alarmed. 

“Choked!” she ejaculated; “but why 
should you get choked on anything? Has 
any one gotten choked?” Her glance trav- 
eled wildly. She looked wholly prepared to 
discover a corpse in their midst. 

‘““No’m, ’t ain’ no one gotten choke, yit, 
Miss Nesbit,” assured Ezekiel soothingly: 
‘‘an’ yit, co’se, yer’s likely ter git choke mos’ 
any time yer starts in ter eat, too.” 

“But don’t!” put in Miss Nesbit, in both 
alarm and distress, “don’t! You mustn’t 
get choked! Watch carefully every mouthful 
you take. And whatever you do, don’t get 
choked!” 

“IT knew a lil’ boy once where gotten 
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choke on a wishbone,” went on Ezekiel re- 
posefully. “I would n’ like ter git choke on 
a wishbone or a breas’-bone, nudder.”’ 

“IT would n’ like ter git choke on no po’- 
tion uv a chick’n!” 

“T would n’ like ter git choke on no po’tion 
o nuth’n’!” | 

**No po’tion o’ nuth’n’”’ seeming to cover 
almost any reasonable case, there was a 
slight pause, and Miss Nesbit gasped again 
audibly. 

“Pay strict attention to every mouthful!” 
she commanded in stern, quavering tones. 

They glanced up at her a bit awed, and 
then bent themselves in silent concentration 
to the work before them. And Miss Nesbit, 
as if fearful of breaking the spell, watched in 
silent apprehension until the last dangerous 
morsel had disappeared from view. 

She cleared her throat gently, with a sigh 
of relief and a momentary hesitancy of pur- 
pose. 

‘“Now — is there any — any quiet game 
that you would like to play — just for a few 
minutes before we go outdoors? What do 
you think about it, Ezekiel?” 


EZEKIEL EXPANDS 93 


Ezekiel dropped into reverie. 

“T ain’ cyare ser much ’bout playin’,”’ he 
replied rather gloomily, after consideration. 
“T mos’ gen’ly rudder wuk ’n play, anyway.” 

Miss Nesbit looked as if she had had an- 
other shock. 

“Rather work than play? Well, well! I 
did n’t expect you were going to say that! 
I’m afraid the others won’t feel just that 
way about it, will they? Here’s Archibald 
now. He looks as if he would like to play 
something.” 

“No’m, J ain’ cyare bout playin’ nuth n’,” 
responded Archibald, with a modest, long- 
suffering effect quite equal to Ezekiel’s; 
‘cuz I’d mos’ gen’ly rudder wuk ’n play, 
too.” 

“You would rather work, too!’ Miss 
Nesbit was making violent attempts to 
adapt herself to circumstances. 

“T’d rudder wuk, too!”’ came another 
voice, very polite and modest. 

“T’d rudder wuk, too!” came a generally 
sad and lonely chorus, thoroughly touching 
in effect. 

Miss Nesbit glanced about her, with evi- 
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dent doubt as to whether she could find a 
supply of work entirely equal to the demand. 

“Well, that’s very nice, I’m sure,”’ she 
agreed appreciatively, “to know that you 
are all so naturally industrious!” (“Pre- 
disposition to labor overdeveloped,”’ ran her 
mental observation. “Slavery. Natural 
results.””) “But it would n’t be right to make 
you work now! Immediately after eating! 
However, if you don’t feel just like playing 
yet, why, we can talk for a few minutes, and 
you can tell me some of your plans. Well, 
Lemuel, what do you think you would like 
to be when you grow to be a man?” 

This was so unexpected that it was Lemuel 
who was now obliged to drop into voiceless 
reverie. 

“Well, ef I lives —” he began finally, 
and paused. 

“Tf you live!” repeated Miss Nesbit, and 
her mental note followed tragically. (“No 
thoughts for anything but labor, and doubts 
as to continued existence!’’) 

“Ef I lives, I reckon I’ll git my edjerca- 
tion fus’, an’ den co’se spen’ mos’ o’ my time 
readin’, or settin’ roun’ de street, or layin’ 
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roun’ de house — or talkin’ — but co’se I’se 
‘blige git my edjercation fus’.” (Miss Nes- 
bit’s first note — “Predisposition to labor 
overdeveloped”” — was being very slightly 
modified. ) 

“But — why, I’m sure education ought 
not to make you feel like that! That is n’t 
the way to feel after an education, is it?” 

‘“No’m, ’t ain’ no way ter feel,” eame the 
amiable agreement. 

‘Look like yer edjercation ain’ done yer 
much good ef yer ack ser triflin’ ’n’ no- 
count’s dat,” put in Ezekiel. “I know 
sump’n’ we kin play, Miss Nesbit! Sehool.”’ 

“School? Why, I thought you were hav- 
ing a little rest from school! Why, school — 
of course,” she reconsidered. (‘N othing 
could be better,” ran her observation, “than 
to find out their general attitude toward the 
actual system of education.’’) 

“Yas’m!” continued Ezekiel joyfully. 
‘An’ you kin be Miss Pearson, Zulie; an’ 
you kin be Miss Myers, Em’line; an’ you 
kin be Miss Winsor, Sam’el: an’ you kin be 
Miss Dodson, Lem’el —”’ 

“Well, wait just a minute,” put in Miss 
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Nesbit, badly bewildered; “‘I don’t quite 
understand. — Are these teachers that you 
speak of?” 

*Yas’m,” agreed Ezekiel cordially; “‘ Miss 
Pearson’s de singin’ teacher, an’ she’s a 
w ite lady — an’ Miss Myer’s de gymnaskit 
teacher, an’ she’s a wite lady — an’ Miss 
Winsor’s de sewin’ teacher, an’ she’s a w’ite 
lady —an’ Miss Dodson’s de_ cook’n’ 
teacher, an’ she’s a wite lady!” 

“Oh, yes, I see!’ agreed Miss Nesbit, 
feeling willing but wild. “And — and what 
shall I be?” 

‘* Well, reckon p’r’aps you better be Miss 
Doane,” suggested Ezekiel tactfully; “‘so 
co’se you ain’ rally *blige do nuth’n’ ’cep’ 
ack r’al easy, an’ kine o’ walk roun’ an’ see 
wat de res’ ’s doin’.”’ 

““Oh, yes,” agreed Miss Nesbit, leaving her 
seat preparatory to entering upon the duties 
of her arduous position — ‘‘and you?” 

“Well, I s’:pose —”’ Ezekiel looked plainly 
embarrassed. “I s’pose it’s *blige be de 
rag’ler teacher in de room — ain’t dey?”’ 
he apologized. 

“Of course! I see just what you mean. 
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You must take my place! You are Miss Nes- 
bit, aren’t you! And the others, being 
special teachers, come in for their particular 
lessons.” 

‘“Yas’m, so I s’pose dey better go ‘long 
out now, too.”’ 

They seemed to understand perfectly. 
They had played this sort of game before. 
And the spirit which had come over the noon 
lunchers was one of sudden joy and ease. 

“Now, co’se you-all’s de scholars,” con- 
tinued Ezekiel, addressing those who still 
remained; “so now we’ll begin wid de ’rith- 
metic lesson. Keenie Dickerson, yer may 
stan’ up ’n’ tell me ef yer went ter de sto’ 
an’ bought a bushel o’ peanuts, *bout how 
long yer reckon ’t would tek yer ter eat ’em.” 

Keenie stood, guessed recklessly at his 
dexterity in this line, and sat down again. 
Whereupon the mathematical field appear- 
ing to have been satisfactorily covered, Miss 
Pearson, the singing teacher, entered with a 
flirt and a flourish, effective, if not a precise 
imitation, and was greeted with appreciative 
giggles. 

“Well, now, co’se I cyan’ have no laffin’!”’ 
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she announced; “‘yer may leave de room, 
Benj’mun; yer may leave de room, C’nelius; 
yer may leave de room, Willyum.”’ 

This exodus left the class in a somewhat 
depleted condition, but Miss Pearson was 
not discouraged. 

“Yer may sing Do, Alphonso,” she com- 
manded; and Alphonso obeyed in a thin, 
quavering falsetto. — | 

“Yer may leave de room, too,” she an- 
nounced, “‘cuz I kin see way yer acks yer’s 
jes’ triflin’ wid me.” 

Alphonso obeyed, and the newly chosen 
Principal, “‘walking round to see what the 
rest were doing,’ met him in a condition of 
positive rebellion. 

‘“She tole me ter sing Do, an’ I sing Do, an’ 
she chase me outen de class!”’ he grumbled. 

‘*Never mind, Alphonso, I think I can 
get your singing teacher to take you back 
again — to take you all back again,” she 
encouraged. 

The wanderers on the outskirts looked 
more hopeful, and Miss Doane, true to her 
position, walked into the schoolroom where- 
upon Miss Pearson became so badly confused 
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that she immediately sent three more from 
the room, leaving a class of one. 

“But, Miss Pearson,” began Miss Doane 
tactfully, “isn’t your class getting too small 
for really good work?” 

“Well, look like Miss Pearson ain’ gotten 
no time fer tekkin’ nobuddy back,” objected 
Ezekiel, — in other words, Miss N esbit, — 
very courteously, “cuz it’s time fer gymnas- 
kits now. Where is yer, Em’line? I tole yer 
yer kin be Miss Myers.” 

Miss Myers, the gymnastic teacher, strode 
in looking the complete personification of 
a walking ramrod, and critically surveyed 
her class of one. Her general appearance was 
so forbidding, not to say fierce, that Miss 
Doane made her suggestions somewhat 
timidly. 

‘Don’t you think you could take the 
others back now, Miss — Miss Myers? I 
am sure they will not misbehave again.” 

Miss Myers was evidently enough of a dis- 
ciplinarian to feel quite equal to her task. 

‘Yer may come back an’ se’ down in yer 
seats,’ she announced; and they obeyed, 
looking, on the whole, both decorous and 
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genteel. There was only one who still showed 
signs of levity. 

“Nev’ mine, I’se gwine lam yer prae- 
sen’ly,” came the brief observation; “ Arch’- 
bal’, yer may stan’. De res’ may se’ down 
’n’? watch. Class, ’tention!’’ commanded the 
gymnastic teacher. 

The class, in other words Archibald, stif- 
fened up tautly, and meekly regarded its 
teacher. 

“In place res’! 

“Class ’tention!”? she repeated in stern, 
ringing tones. “Head ter de lef’, twis’!”’ 

Archibald, rather shrunken and awed in 
appearance, was carrying out directions to 
the letter. 

“Head replace!’”’ commanded the gym- 
nastic teacher. “‘In place, res’!” 

Archibald, having replaced his head, ap- 
peared to be in need of rest, but failed to 
secure it for long. 

“Quick time, run!” came the fearful 
tones; and Archibald, doubling up his short 
arms, glanced with bewildered hopelessness 
toward the seated members of the class, and 
started off on a wild gallop across the room 
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and into the hall, with evident hopes of 
charging straight out of the building, in a 
reckless dash for freedom. 

“Come ba-a-ck!”’ shouted the gymnastic 
teacher, in simple if not scientific terms, and 
Archibald, both worn and wilted, came gal- 
loping spiritlessly back. 

*“ Deep breathin’! Yer may be seated.”’ 

Archibald looked sadly in need of it. It 
was a brief respite, however. 

“Come in, Sam’el,”’ put in Ezekiel non- 
chalantly; and the sewing teacher, nothing 
if not ladylike in demeanor, entered jauntily 
his eyes pleasantly fixed on Archibald. That 
the final class was represented by him and 
him alone seemed to be an accepted fact. 

“Yer may stan’, suggested the sewing 
teacher easily; ““now yer may make a suit 
0 clo’es.”’ 

Archibald looked reckless. He glanced 
about in what seemed to be a desperate 
search for necessary materials, and Ezekiel 
regarded him with real pity in his eye. 

“He ain’ got no time fer mekkin’ no suit 
o clo’es,” he declared. ‘‘De cook’n’ teach- 
er’s yere.”’ 
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Archibald glanced up with feebly falter- 
ing hopes. 

“Yer may stan’,’ 
teacher. 

Poor Archibald was already standing, 
more than depleted in appearance, but still 
obedient. 

“Now yer may cook a chick’n, an’ ‘leben 
pans 0’ cake wid frostin’ on ’em.”’ 

Archibald, having been one who had not 
long since yearned for work instead of play, 
appeared to be in a fair way of getting every- 
thing that he had most longed for. Miss 
Doane regarded both the cooking teacher 
and the teacher of the grade — and spoke. 

“But you know, Miss — Miss Nesbit, I 
think Archibald is really getting more work 
than he can manage,” she declared in tones 
of absolute conviction. And at precisely this 
point, Archibald, the victim of long-con- 
tinued strain and stress, burst forth into un- 
restrained and copious tears. 

“Now, there — there!” broke in the 
Acting Principal, in deep distress; “now 
Archibald is going to have a little rest! I 
am going to take your place, Archibald, 
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and you are just going to sit down—and 
watch!” 

“Yas ’m!” sobbed Archibald, weeping 
more copiously than ever at this unexpected 
offering of sympathy. 

‘Now — don’t cry; just sit down and rest. 
Why, you are completely exhausted!” 

At this pleasant suggestion Archibald’s 
sobs doubled and redoubled so violently that 
the Acting Principal became positively 
alarmed. 

“But you must n’t, Archibald! Now, let’s 
think! Let’s—let’s play an entirely new 
game! Look up here, Archibald! Why, you 
must n’t cry like that! We— we’ll play 
Cat and Rat! We —I—I’m the Rat, Archi- 
bald! And yow’re the Cat! Oh-h-h-h! Chil- 
dren! Don’t let me get caught! . . .” 

Just how long the new teacher from the 
North had been leaping madly round the 
room, pursued by a panting, pitiless, wholly 
tireless cat, she never quite knew. She was 
dimly aware that Archibald had at last 
found an unchecked, almost dizzying, free- 
dom — and that it was she who was the vic- 
tim, the helpless, gasping victim, amidst an 
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absolutely unbroken din of merriment which 
surged joyously around her. 

But it was not to continue always. There 
was an opening door —and there was a 
familiar face, terrible in its dignity, gazing 
— gazing at her in unbelieving consterna- 
tion. Terrible too was the ensuing silence. 
Horrifying was it in its pitiless suddenness. 

The Acting Principal gave one final gasp, 
and then she turned to the Acting Teacher 
of the Grade, with something like a sickly 
smile of explanation. 

“T am afraid the game will have to stop 
— Miss — Miss Nesbit,” she suggested, in 
elaborate tones of continued explanation, 
but the Real Miss Doane’s voice broke in 
upon them clear and well defined. 

“Will you bring this room to order, Miss 
Nesbit?”’ she requested. 

“Yas ’m—’’ came the obedient and con- 
fused response. “‘Yas’m— yer kin all se’ 
down in yer seats. You hyeah?” 

Miss Doane glanced about her in increas- 
ing horror. 

“Are you ill, Miss Nesbit?” she demanded. 
‘I wish every child here to leave this room 
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immediately, and stay outdoors until the 
bell rings. Miss Nesbit — may I see you in 
the Assembly Room?” 

“Yas ’m—” came the confused but still 
obedient murmur, as Ezekiel followed the 
Real Principal quickly to the door. 

She turned about and cast one full and 
unblinking look upon him. 

“I said Miss Nesbit,’ she enunciated. 
“Have you all lost your minds com pletely 2” 


It was the Real Miss Nesbit, the new 
teacher from the North, who was explaining 
about it with faltering voice and drooping 
glance —in the Assembly Room; and it was 
the Real Miss Doane, the Principal of the 
Model Training School for Colored Chil- 
dren, who was finally looking at her with a 
gleam of something like returning sympathy 
in her eyes. 

“But you really will have to do better 
than this, if you are going to stay with us, 
Miss Nesbit,” she concluded kindly. 

“Lf know —I know —” murmured the 
other contritely. 

“As for getting the children acquainted, 
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and perfectly free in their ways, I—I 
would n’t worry about that any more, 
if I were you. Because as I opened the door, 
on my return, it looked to me —it looked to 
me—why, it looked to me as if they felt 
really very free.” 

The gleam in Miss Doane’s eee seemed to 
throw out an increasing light. 

“Don’t you think you have made enough 
progress along the line of — of acquaint- 
anceship, so that you can — well, so that 
you can go on with your year’s work quite 
contentedly?” 

“TI think so,” agreed the other faintly. 


VI 
OUTSIDE 


HE brook rattled softly over the stones 
at his feet, and Ezekiel paused for a 
moment, looking down. 

“Look r’al nice an’ cool, anyway,” he 
meditated, as the little stream flashed up at 
him and then leaped and bounded on. He 
peered across at the short stretch of woods 
on the other side, and then looked up at the 
scattered fruit trees just around him. An 
apple dropped at his feet and he leaned over 
and picked it up, and then tossed it lazily 
down on to a pile of the same kind just 
beside him. 

“Look like dey’s a-gittin’ ’em in bar’ls 
fer de winter. Dey lef’ dere ladder up yere, 
anyway. Wonder w’at mek ’em go off ’fo’ 
dey’s finish.” 

But there was a soft crackling among the 
branches across the stream — and Ezekiel 
turned round again. His lips opened and 
then closed, and he stood there staring — 


108 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


while, staring as silently back at him from 
the other side, stood a small child with fair 
hair and a pale face, its feet planted firmly 
in the short grass, its short, white linen suit 
blown back gently by the breeze. 

Once more Ezekiel’s lips parted, and then 
again the two regarded each other with pro- 
longed and silent scrutiny. 

‘“Reckon yer’s los’, ain’t yer?” suggested 
Ezekiel finally, with faint apology of intona- 
tion. 

There was no audible response, but the 
feet moved in the short grass and Ezekiel 
started forward, in sudden agitation. 

“Look out dere! Yer’s gwine fall in, nex’ 
yer know!” 

The small feet came to another standstill 
and Ezekiel leaned away forward over the 
rattling, hurrying brook. 

‘Yer see dat li’ boa’d bridge up yonder?” 
he questioned slowly, in tones of gentle tact: 
‘“well, yer jes’ wait a minute, an’ I’’ll ca’y 
yer ‘cross, ef yer wants.”’ 

The other merely waited, without com- 
ment, while Ezekiel made his way to the 
small bridge, and then, returning cautiously 
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on the other side, held out a hand to the un- 
known wanderer. 

“T guess yer los’ yerself in de woods, ain’t 
yer?” he suggested amiably as they tottered 
across the bending boards together; “well, 
Miss Jane an’ Miss No’th’s over yonder in 
de ferns. I reckon dey’ll know where yer 
longs.” 

The rescued one appeared quite willing 
to find out where he belonged — and they 
ambled on under the apple trees, past the 
pile of gathered apples and the ladder, 
which seemed to stand there reaching up 
for more, and then out into the open pas- 
ture. 

“Yer see dem kine o’ thick trees on de 
udder side?” questioned Ezekiel. ‘“‘ Well, 
Miss Jane an’ Miss No’th’s in dere a-huntin’ 
af’ all kine o’ ferns. I’se been a-helpin’ ’em 
*bout it. I tole ’em I reckon it’s some up dis 
yere way, too, but dey ain’t.” 

The other glanced nonchalantly at the ap- 
proaching trees, and stumbled on over the 
uneven ground with an occasional indistinct 
murmur of something which might have 
been taken for conversation. Then the blue 
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eyes rested, in a new wonder, on two figures 
emerging slowly into the open. 

‘“Dere dey is now,” concluded Ezekiel 
briefly. He glanced up in uncertainty, almost 
apology, as he stood finally just before them. 

‘I foun’ *im de udder siden de brook,”’ 
he explained. “I reckon p’r’aps he mus’ be 
los’. Anyway, ’t ain’ seem ter be no home 
fer ’1m — anywheres roun’ yere.”’ 

‘““Lost?”’ echoed Miss Jane, in real dis- 
tress, “lost? Why, how dreadful! Are you 
— are you lost, little boy?” 

He looked up at her with slow, doubting 
eyes. 

“Why, of course he’s not lost,” put in 
Miss North cheerfully. ‘‘He’s just taking a 
pleasant afternoon walk. Where’s your 
home, little boy?” 

The small person in the short, white suit 
wheeled round a bit unsteadily and sur- 
veyed the landscape. Then he raised his 
arm and pointed straight down the pasture 
to a distant,.traveled road, and a high roof, 
showing dimly through long stretches of 
scattered trees. 

“Why, of course! Buckroe Hotel! He’s 
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probably there for the summer. I don’t 
doubt he wanders round here in the pasture 
every day. What’s your name, little boy? 
You look tired. Come, sit down here in the 
shade and rest a minute. We’ll take you 
along back with us in a few minutes. Well, — 
what in the world have you been doing since 
you left us, Ezekiel?” 

*“T’se jes’ a-walkin’ ’long siden de brook,”’ 
he returned casually, as they stepped in 
among the trees again. “‘Dat’s jes’ where I 
foun’ *im, too, —a-lookin’ at me fum de 
udder side.” 

“Why, how picturesque! It sounds almost 
like a story, — does n’t it?” 

“Yas’m —”’ he agreed. “Soun’ like a 
story — “bout —”’ | 

*’Manuel. Does n’t it?” 

*“Yas’m — ’bout "Manuel —”’ 

Miss North’s hand reached out and 
stopped on the small figure in the short, white 
suit. ““Come, sit right down by me. We’re 
going to take you home in a few minutes.”’ 

“What is that you are talking about, 
Ezekiel?’ demanded Miss Jane vaguely. 

*T ain’ talkin’ *bout — ’bout nuth’n’,” ex- 
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plained Ezekiel. “I’se jes’ tellin’ ’ bout 
*"Manuel. Ain’t yer nuver hyeah ’*bout time 
he gotten ’im a lil’ frien’ an’ — an’ foun’ 
’er un’er de water in de brook?” 

**Not 2 the brook,”’ objected Miss Jane; 
“no friend would have been in the brook, 
Ezekiel.” 

*“Yas’m, he foun’ ’er right in de brook, an’ 
jes’ soon’s he seen ’er —”’ 

**But she must have been drowned if she 
had been in the brook, under the water in 
the brook!” 

“Perhaps she was just at one side of the 
brook,” put in Miss North illuminatingly ; 
*“at one side, on the edge of the brook! ”’ 

*“No’m, he foun’ ’er in de brook, an’ fus’ 
time he ever seen ’er de water’s r’al clare an’ 
bright, an’ de lil’ boy look down feelin’ kine 
o’ lonesome, an’ sho’ *nough, it’s a li’l’ shad- 
der a-lookin’ right up at ’1m fum de brook.”’ 

“Oh, a shadow!’ Miss Jane’s tone was one 
of both relief and cordiality. ‘Of course! 
I see! He could have found a shadow in the 
brook. That is perfectly true, isn’t it, 
Ezekiel?” 

“Yas’m. An’ ez de lil’ shadder kine o’ 
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glance up at de li’l’ boy, it look r’al lonesome, 
too. An’ ’Manuel spoke right off, w’en he 
seen it, call it Frien’ Lonesome, call it Lil’ 
Frien’ Lonesome. Say: ‘W’y, how is yer, 
Lil’ Frien’ Lonesome?’ Say: ‘Is dat you, 
Lil Frien’ Lonesome? W’y, I cert’nly’s 
glad ter see yer, anyhow.’ 

‘An’ den he jump up an’ laf, ter think 
he foun’ ’er fer a frien’, an’ run off crossen 
de grass, an’ look back, an’ sho’ ’nough, 
de ll’ shadder’s jes’ a-runnin’ right’ long 
behine ’im, too.”’ 

Neither Miss Jane nor Miss North made 
any sort of objection. 

“It cert’nly’s a r’al nice s’prise, too, 
w’en he foun’ out it’s all true, an’ he holler 
right out loud, an’ den him an’ de li’!’ shad- 
der gorunnin’ off home tergedder. An’ w’en 
dey gotten in de house, de li’l’ boy look roun’ 
an’ ’member he ain’ r’ally did ’is wuk ’t all 
sence las’ week, so he jes’ ’mence an’ tell 
de shadder ’bout it. Say: ‘W’y, cert’nly is a 
shame, but look like I’se kine o’ li’l’ behine 
on my wuk. So now wile I’se cook’n’ 
breakfus’ fer us, you kin be a-sweepin’ up 


de flo’ » 1 Be | 
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Miss Jane twisted in sudden anxiety. 

“Oh, no! But of course you don’t mean 
that! Emanuel’s shadow, you know, why — 
of course, it must have done just what 
‘Emanuel did, you see!” 

“Yas’m. Say: ‘I’ll be cook’n’ breakfus’ 
fer us, an’ you kin be a-sweepin’ up de flo’.’” 

“But his shadow! You certainly must 
know what a shadow is, Ezekiel! It would 
have been an absolute impossibility for his 
shadow to sweep while — while Emanuel 
was preparing breakfast.” 

““Wha’m yer say, Miss Jane? Yas’m. 
Well, “Manuel he jes’ tole ’er she’s ’blige ter 
be sweepin’ up de flo’ wile he’s cook’n’ 
breakfus’. An’ yit look like ’t would ’a’ 
been better ef he ain’t say it, too. Cuz de 
lil’ shadder ain’ r’ally ’custom ter be spoke 
ter dat-a-way, nudder; so fus’ she look up 
kine o’ studyin’ like at de li'l’ boy, an’ den 
she jes’ set righ’ down on de flo’ an’ cry.” 

“Stop and think, Ezekiel, stop and —”’ 

*Yas’m; de li’l’ shadder jes’ set righ’ down 
on de flo’ an’ ery.” 

“Under no circumstances could such an 
occurrence have taken place.” 
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An’ she keep on cryin’ twell Manuel 
*‘mence ter feel awful bad, *isself, ter think he 
spoke so — an’ he se’ down an’ pitch in an’ 
"mence ter cry, too. 

“So dey set dere mos’ all de mawnin’, 
“Manuel an’ Li’l’ Frien’ Lonesome, a-cryin’ 
tergedder like dey could n’t nuver stop. 

“But bimeby dey look up, an’ wipen de 
tears offen dey, face, an’ de li’l’ boy smile 
ral pleasant an’ say, well, he’s ’tirely Guanes 
Is mine — an’ Frien’ Lonesome need n’ 
sweep up no flo’, nudder. She kin jes’ tekken 
de water-bucket — an’ go out an’ git some 
water fum de well.” 

“An impossible request to make. Abso- 
lutely impossible.”’ 

Continued brevity on Miss Jane’s part 
was causing the conversation to run very 
smoothly. But suddenly Miss Jane’s sense 
of truth and justice asserted itself in a warm 
gust of feeling. 

‘Ezekiel, it is plain to see you are talking 
complete and utter nonsense. You know 
just as well as I do that if Emanuel was 
in the house, his shadow was in the house, 
too. It would have made no difference 
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what he told him, if Emanuel was in the 
house —”’ 

**VYas’m, ’Manuel’s in de house, so co’se de 
lil’ shadder feel awful good w’en ’Manuel 
tole ’er she kin go out do’s.”’ 

Miss Jane looked resignedly at the tree- 
tops. 

“So she start, jes’ like "Manuel tole ’er 
ter, an’ af’ dat she jes’ seem ter mak ’erself 
ter home an’ live ‘long wid de lil’ boy 
*thout no quar’lin’ ’t all. 

“But one day sump’n’ kine o’ strange 
"appen, too. "I wuz ar’al pretty mawnin’, 
kine o’ bright ’n’ clare, an’ Frien’ Lonesome 
wuz jes’ gwine down de steps wid de water- 
bucket ’g’in, w’en she look up an’ seen anud- 
der li’l’ shadder a-comin’ right in de yard. 

““*Heyo!’ she say; ‘howcome yer a-walk- 
in’ in yere dat-a-way, *thout nobody axin’ 
yer?’ she say. ‘Well, *t ain’ nobody ax yer 
anyway, she say. 

*Co’se de udder li’l’ shadder look up r’al 
quick den, an’ she say, well, she’s a-comin’ 
jes’ same ef dey ain’t, an’ ef dey doan’t like 
it, w’y, all she kin say is, w’y, she cyan’t help 
it ef dey doan’t. 
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“Well, w’en she speak dat-a-way, co’se 
Frien’ Lonesome ain’ mek no ’sponse fer 
a minit, an’ w’en she is, she say, w’y, co’se 
it’s diff'unt ef she feel like dat ’bout it. 

“So she putten down ’er water-bucket, 
an’ go out an’ say ‘How is yer?’ ter de li'l’ 
-comp’ny shadder. An’ den dey bofe kine 0’ 
smile an’ ’mence a-tippin’ eroun’ on de grass, 
an’ nex yer know look like dey’s r’al frien’s. 
Cuz co’se de air’s clare ’n’ bright — an’ 
co’se it seem ter mek ’em feel mo’ frien’ly 
an’ like playin’, an’ praesen’ly Frien’ Lone- 
some, wy, she seem ter fergit *>bout ’Manuel, 
an’ *bout gittin’ de water fer ’im, too. Cuz 
de breeze wuz a-blowin’ eroun’ ’em, jes’ like 
a li’? small voice where’s kine o’ laffin’ an’ 
talkin’ low, — an’ de sun wuz techin’ ’em 
sump’n’ like a sof’, warm han’, — an’ de 
lv’V shadders wuz jes a-hoppin’ an’ playin’ 
roun’ tergedder on de grass, twell nex’ yer 
know, wy, "Manuel come a-walkin’ out 
crossen de yard, ’isself. 

“*Well, it’s gittin’ kine o’ wea’ysome 
waitin’ fer yer, anyhow,’ he say, a-lookin’ 
at Frien’ Lonesome, ‘an’ mo’n all dat, look 
ter me like cyan’ nobuddy r’ally trus’ yer.’ 
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““Co’se Frien’ Lonesome feel awful ’shame’ 
wen ’Manuel speak like dat, an’ she’s jes’ 
fixin’ ter *splain “bout it, w’en he seen de 
lv’) comp’ny shadder a-settin’ dere on de 


grass, too. 
“Ts you de cause o’ ser much triflin’?’ 
he say, — ‘an’ ef yer is, who is yer?’ he say, - 


— ‘an’ ef yer ain’t, who is yer, anyway?’ 

“Well, fum de way he spoke, look like de 
li’) shadder’s *bliged answer sump’n’, any- 
how. So she look up kine o’ trem’lin’ an’ 
say, well, she ain’ quite sho’, but ez fur’s she 
kin ’member, she’s jes’ a li’l’ shadder — an’ 
she jes’ step in de yard a minit fer comp’ny. 

“Co’se "Manuel he look right at ’er we’n 
she answer dat-a-way, an’ he spoke kine 0’ 
rough, too. 

“*Shuh! Wi’at’s yer name, shadder?’ he 
say. 

“An’ de lil shadder think *bout it to 
erself fer minit, an’ den she answer, say — 
well, she ain’ quite sho’, but ez fur’s she 
kin ’member, she ain’ got no name. 

‘** Look ter me like yer ain’ got good sense, 
nudder,’ "Manuel answer back; ‘is yer know 
where yer home’s at?’ 
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“An lr shadder try ter think awful hard, 
an’ den she say, w’y, no — ez fur’s she kin 
"member, she doan’ r’ally know where it’s 
at. 

“’Manuel laf den, an’ say, well, look to 
"im like she’s los’, an’ look like dat’s de 
name fer ’er, an’ dat’s de name he’s gwine 
call ’er, anyway. Mo’n all dat, ef she zs los’, 
wy, he reckon she'll be blige stay an’ live 
‘long wid *im an’ Frien’ Lonesome. 

“Dey all uv ’em smile w’en he say dat, — 
an’ den de two lil’ shadders start a-tippin’ 
an’ a-hoppin’ eroun’ ag’in — same’s dey done 
befo’. 

‘An’ af’ dat dey all uv ’em live dere ter- 
gedder, “Manuel an’ Li’l’ Frien’ Lonesome 
an’ Lil’ Frien’ Los’. 

‘An’ *t ain’ no trouble ner nuthin’, cuz 
de shadders allays is a-hoppin’ roun’ an’ 
a-helpin’ “bout de wuk de fus’ thing in de 
mawnin’ — twell “Manuel stop an’ look at 
?em, an’ look out de do’, too. An’ ef de air’s 
ral clare ’n’ bright, he say he reckon dey 
kin go out an’ play fer few minits on de grass 
ef dey wanter. An’ den dey start runnin’ 
down de steps, twell dey kin hyeah de 
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breeze a-talkin’ low ag’in, sump’n’ like a 
voice, an’ dey kin feel de sun a-techin’ ’em 
agin, too, like a sof’, warm han’ — twell 
dey bofe feel awful good, an’ dey’s glad 
dey’s a-livin’ dere tergedder wid de ll 
boy. 

“But one day w’en dey’s out dere like 
dat, dey come up a kine uv a dark cloud in 
de sky. An’ same time de breeze ’mence ter 
talk louder to ’em, twell it soun’ sump’n’ 
like de win’. An’ de cloud keep on growin’ 
larger twell it’s ser large ’n’ dark — look 
like it’s kiver up mos’ all de sky. An’ ’t ain’ 
no sun lef’ ter tech ’°em — ’t ain’ nuth’n’ but 
de dark sky an’ de breeze gittin’ louder like 
a strong, rough win’. 

“Oh, my!’ Frien’ Lonesome say, ‘it’s 
gittin’ kine o’ sto’my, ain’t it?’ 

“Oh, my!’ come de answer, ‘look like 
de grass is turn ser dark ’n’ dull, I cyan’ 
sca’cely see where yer’s at! Where is yer, 
Lil Frien’ Lonesome?’ 

‘An’ ez she speak, it keep on gittin’ darker 
‘n’ rougher, twell praesen’ly all yer kin 
hyeah is jes’ de leas’ small voice callin’: — 

*** Where is yer, Lil’ Frien’ Lonesome?’ 


EES. 
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*An’ den all yer kin hyeah is de leas’ 
small answer, sayin’: — 

*** Where is yer, Lil’ Frien’ Los’?’ 

An’ nex’ yer know yer cyan’ hyeah 
nuth’n’ ’t all, cuz de win’ is a-blowin’ ser 
rough ’n’ strong across de sky, an’ eve’y- 
thing look ser dark ’n’ dull yer cyan’ see 
nuth’n’ ’cep de rain a-drappin’ on de grass. 

“Look like "Manuel mus’ ’a’ knowed 
*bout it, too, cuz de do’ open den, an’ he 
stan’ dere in de do’way. 

“An he look up at de sky, an’ den he look 
out crossen de grass. 

*“* Where is yer, Lil’ Frien’ Lonesome ?’ 
he call; ‘where is yer, Li’l’ Frien’ Los’?’ 

“But *t ain’ no ’sponse fer ’im, an’ he 
reach out ’is han’ twell he kin feel de draps 
o rain a-fallin’ on it, an’ den he come down 
de steps r’al slow, an’ walk out in de yard. 
An’ he stan’ dere a minit, an’ den he walk 
back ter de house wid de rain a-fallin’ on 
"im — an’ de win’ a-blowin’ on ’is back. 

‘An’ de onlies’ time he spoken in de night 
wuz wen he come out an’ stan’ dere once 
mo’ in de do’way. 

“Where is yer, Lil’ Frien’ Lonesome?’ 
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he call, an’ ’is voice soun’ kine o’ small ’n’ 
trem’‘lin’, too; ‘where is yer, Li'l’ Frien’ 
Los’?’ 

“But de win’ come down strong fru de 
dark, an’ he shet de do’, an’ walk back in de 
house ag’in. | 

‘An’ de lil’ boy could n’ seem ter git no 
mo’ sleep all night. He jes’ seem ter lay dere 
in de baid, a-waitin’ fer de mawnin’. Af’ 
long time, he seen sump’n’, too. It’s a small, 
dull streak o’ light like, a-lookin’ fru de 
winder at ’im, sump’n’ like a smile. An’ den 
he turn over in de baid.. But de smile seem 
ter keep lookin’ fru de winder at ’im, 
an’ a-growin’ larger, twell praesen’ly he’s 
a-blinkin’ *is eyes in de light. An’ he hop 
outen de baid an’ dress ’isself, — an’ run 
out ter de do’, an’ laf out loud ’n’ clare. 
Cuz wat yer spose? W’y, dere’s de lil’ 
shadders a-hoppin’ roun’ tergedder in de 
sun! 

“Oh, w’at yer think yer doin’, a-tippin’ 
roun’ out dere like dat?’ he holler, laffin’ 
9’; “w’y doan’t yer come in yere an’ git 
yer breakfus’?’ 

““An’ den co’se de li'l’ shadders come 
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a-hoppin’ ’long crossen de grass, an’ up de 
steps — an’ den dey hop right inter de house 
wid de lil’ boy. 

An’ af’ dat dey all uv ’em live ’long dere 
tergedder, an’ de days wuz mos’ allays 
bright ’n’ clare. But co’se sometime dey’s 
dark ’n’ gloomy, too, an’ den look like de 
lvl’ boy cyan’ fine nobuddy ’t all ter be a 
frien’ to “im. An’ dat’s de reason he allays 
look out de do’ de fus’ thing in de mawnin’, 
ter see ef de sun’s a-shinin’ in de sky.” 

The leaves stirred above them and shook 
down some bright, fresh drops of rain, and 
Miss North pulled herself lightly to her 
feet. 

“Why, it’s beginning —to rain! We 
must be getting home.”’ She moved quickly 
forward to the edge of the trees and then 
looked back at Miss Jane, just behind her. 

“Why, where’s the —where’s the — 
child?” she queried blankly. 

*“Where’s what?” questioned Miss Jane. 
They looked at each other with expression- 
less faces, and Ezekiel suddenly disappeared 
through the trees out into the open pasture. 

“He ain’t yere!”’ his voice came back to 
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them. “‘He —he’s los’ ’isself ag’in! He 
mus’ ’a’ los’ ’isself ag’in! He ain’t yere!” 

The two others were out there, taking a 
swift survey of the open pasture, too. Miss 
Jane’s face was a study. 

“But how in the world could he get out 
here without our noticing it?” she demanded. 

“I’m sure I don’t know. I suppose 
we were —we were listening to Ezekiel, 
were n't we? And he’s—gone home. Well, 
we'll go on and find out about him on the 
way.” 

Miss Jane, with her face still a study, fol- 
lowed her friend as she started down the 
pasture. Ezekiel stood looking slowly after 
them. 

‘“P’r’aps he ain’ gone home, nudder,” he 
suggested. But they went on, and Ezekiel 
turned, his eyes on some scattered fruit trees. 

‘“P’r’aps he’s went back dere ’mong de 
trees,” he argued. “I’se gwine an’ see, 
anyhow.” ! 

As he traveled back over the open ground 
again, his eyes wandered rapidly, stopping 
finally upon one particular fruit tree. It was 
an apple tree, with a pile of apples just 
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below it, and his arrested gaze narrowed 
itself into something like a challenge. 

*Dat’s him,” he whispered, “a-settin’ 
dere nex’ de apples.”’ He broke into a run, 
and then he dropped back into a walk of 
apparent hesitation. “‘He ain’ settin’ down! 
He’s a-layin’ down. Look like he mus’ ’a’ 
drap ersleep!” 

And finally he stood beside the little 
figure in white, —leaning away over, — 
peering silently down with hushed breath 
and parted lips. 

“W’y doan’t he wek up?”’ he whispered. 
He lifted up one of the small arms and 
dropped it — and the big, blue eyes opened 
slowly, and slowly closed again. A little line 
of red trickled from under the fair hair, and 
Ezekiel stood up with a frightened face. 

**He’s fell outen de tree,’ he muttered 
weakly. ‘“He’s — climb up on de ladder — 
an’ fell down!” 

He turned about with a brief survey of 
the big pasture, reaching out around him. 
Where were Miss Jane and Miss North? 
Where were the far-away road — and the 
dim, distant building? 


126 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


“It’s rainin’ — too,” he added faintly. 
He swallowed with an unhappy gulp, and 
his eyes came back to the small, white face 
— and the little, trickling line of red. 

‘ W’at’s I gwine do?” he whispered. Then 
he leaned suddenly away over. 

“Could yer—try ter set up— an’ 
“member?” he suggested softly — while 
slowly one of his hands crept under the small 
shoulders; “could yer —set up an’—”’ The 
fair head dropped back against his own 
shoulder, and the eyes opened again. 

‘“Cyan’t yer — cyan’t yer wek up — jes’ a 
il’ mo’?” he urged gently, “while I helps 
yer — ter git home? I reckon — yer — yer’s 
jes’ hurt yerself — a li’? — but I’se gwine 
tekken yer—home— too! Doan’t yer 
s’pose — yer kin wek up — jes’ a li’l’ mo’?” 

But the head fell back on his shoulder, 
and the rain dropping on the grass was the 
only sound which came back to him. He 
gave one more hopeless glance round the 
lonely pasture, and then laboriously, slowly, 
he tugged his way up on to his feet, while 
the limp little figure in white drooped down 
from his shoulder, between his arms. 
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“T’se *blige ca’y yer, den,’ he concluded 
briefly. “Look like — ’t ain’ r’ally no udder 
way.” 

He started down the pasture with big, 
lurching steps, while something like a faint 
undertone still came in spasmodic snatches. 
As he came to the scattered trees at the foot 
of the pasture, he stopped with a hard, jolt- 
ing movement, and the burden slipped 
gently down between his arms. 

“Look like — I’se ’blige tekken — a li'l’ 
res — anyhow!” he panted, wiping the 
raindrops from his forehead and looking 
down again in a kind of resigned despair. 
But suddenly he was leaning away over 
again. 

‘Does yer — does yer feel — a li’l’ bet- 
ter?” he broke out with hushed, eager 
sounds, while the blue eyes blinked won- 
deringly. “I reckon — yer feels all better 
now — doan’t yer? Now—jes’ wait a 
minit! °T ain’. nuth’n’ ter be frighten 
‘bout!’ The small hands caught feebly at 
his coat. “Now — jes’ wait a minit! Kin 
yer — kin yer ketch a hole eroun’ my neck — 
so I kin ca’y yer home?” 


128 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


And once more Ezekiel was on his feet, 
with the drooping, white figure hanging down 
between his arms. .. . 

How long he had been traveling he could 
not have told. But he was still lurching 
ahead through the scattered trees and the 
spattering drops, his eyes peering haggardly, 
hungrily round the slipping burden for the 
far-away road and the dim, distant building. 
Were they ever to be reached? Was the 
dim, distant building anywhere— at all? 
. ++ He didn’t know... . The slipping 
burden was so exactly before his eyes that 
he could n’t tell. . . . He could only stum- 
ble blindly on — seeing nothing, but strain- 
ing always at the sagging, horrible weight 
between his arms. He could hear his breath 
coming in queer, hoarse sounds, but that 
was all. No— could he — could he hear 
something else? Were there — sounds — 
like voices echoing dimly, confusedly in his 
ears? . . . He didn’t know. . . . He must 
only clutch — clutch at this dragging, sag- 
ging weight. Was it slipping — away from 
him? Was it slipping — slipping — what 
was that that he saw? What were those faces 
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coming toward him? Why were Miss Jane 
and Miss North coming nearer — nearer — 
and what was that other face between them 
— so white and fixed and staring? 

The burden had dropped away down to 
the ground, but his arms were still around it. 

“He — fell — outen—de_ tree!” he 
panted with strange, inarticulate sounds — 
“but I— reckon — p’r’aps — he’s — all 
better — now!” 

And as the limp load was taken very 
gently from him, he felt Miss North’s arm 
bringing him slowly to his feet. 

“Come — ”’ she whispered; “‘no — you 
are n't going to fall! No — you are all right! 
Hold right on to ine! You must — come 
inside, too. Why — why, you’re almost 
worn out, are n’t you, Ezekiel?” 

She tried to smile down at him — and he 
faltered on beside her, up the steps, till just 
before the door, Miss North stopped. With 
startled, troubled eyes she looked alternately 
from the dark face below her to a staring 
little white sign beside the door. 

“Il —I had forgotten —”’ she hesitated. 
“I’m afraid you can’t go in there. Wait — 
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now just wait one minute — Ezekiel! JT — 
I'll see about that! Yes — now, just wait 
one minute |” 

As the door closed, Ezekiel’s eyes stopped 
dully, passively on the brief and forbidding 
little sign. 

‘Fer — fer w ite people — only —” he 
recited in slow, almost inaudible tones, 
“yas’m — ” he agreed faintly, as he turned 
round to go down the steps. 

His feet splashed unevenly across the wet 
road, and he clutched at a wet, black tree- 
trunk. 

‘I feels — kine o” tiahed — anyway!” he 
whispered confusedly. And his head drooped 
forward — away down upon his chest. . . . 

Finally he looked up, his eyes wandering 
around in slow, troubled memory. But they 
stopped on a big window, above him there, 
across the muddy road. 

“I won’er ef dat—li’l chile’s — all 
better now —” he mumbled, moving for- 
ward and still looking up at the big window. 
Was that Miss North that he saw there? 
No, there was — why, there was Miss North 
opening the door again. 
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“Come, Ezekiel,’’ she said, holding out 
her hand; “I am sure it will be all right! 
You must n’t stay out there in the rain.” 

He started toward her, and then he 
stopped, his wandering gaze turning instine- 
tively to the forbidding little white sign. 

“No—T ain’ gwine in dere,” he de- 
clared slowly; ‘dey — ain’ — want me — 
ter go — in dere.” 

“But it’s raining hard! And you’re so 
wet!” Her voice caught unhappily. “And 
so tired! You must go home if — you won’t 
come in! You must, Ezekiel; it is n’t safe 
for you to be waiting out there — like 
that!” 

MANS eek 

His lips opened again, but the big door 
was swinging, swinging softly, surely — as 
it closed behind her. 

‘She ain’ tell me — ef dat li’l’ chile’s — 
all better or ef — he ain’t —” he argued, as 
Miss North went on to explain about it to 
Miss Jane. 

And then inside — they waited, while the 
minutes crept by, and they knew — finally 
— that the color had come back again into 
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the cheeks of the white-faced woman. In- 
voluntarily they both moved toward the 
window, and looked out in a sudden relief. 

“It has seemed — a long time, has n’t it?” 
whispered Miss North, as a fierce gust of 
rain slapped up against the window. “But 
we can go now —as soon as the storm’s 
over.’ She turned suddenly to her friend 
with something like a smothered cry. 

**Look!” she broke out weakly. 

“What?” questioned Miss Jane vaguely; 
“no —not — all this time!” she broke out 
almost fiercely. 

Outside there in the big, desolate road, 
a storm-beaten little figure was waiting with- 
out argument or complaint — his trou- 
bled face turned up to the closed window 
in patient scrutiny, while the rain beat down 
upon him —and great, slow drops rolled 
down his cheeks. As his eyes fell on the two 
familiar faces in the window, he smiled a 
gentle, polite little smile, and Miss North 
pushed her hand up blindly to her eyes. 

“Oh, Ezekiel — Ezekiel!” she cried, stum- 
bling contritely to the door, and out on to 
the wide, wet piazza, “I thought — you had 
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gone! Why are you waiting out there all 
alone, in the rain?”’ 

He glanced briefly down at his dripping 
clothes. 

“T’se — a-gwine —”’ he apologized, “‘but 
I— I wants ter know — 1s dat lv’? chile— all 
better now ?” 

“Yes! Yes! All better now! Come in 
here, Ezekiel, his mother wants to see you! 
She — she knows what you did. Come in 
here!”’ 

He stepped back, almost in alarm, and 
under the wet darkness of his cheek she 
could see a slow, frightened flush. 

**T — doan’ wanter — go in — dere!”’ he 
pleaded faintly. “°T ain’ — ’t ain’ nobuddy 
want me—ter—go in dere! I—lI’se 
a-gwine right home — anyway! I —” he 
shrank away. “I’se — a-gwine — right 
now!”’ he assured with trembling eagerness; 
“TI — I’se — a-gwine — r-right now — Miss 
No’th!”’ 

The faint words of apology still came 
faltering back to them, as he turned away 
with quick, agitated steps, and went on down 
the big road alone — his eyes seeking only 


134 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


the protection of the empty distance, and 
the rain still beating on his back. 

Miss North looked dumbly at Miss Jane, 
while some words that she had heard before 
that day seemed to come echoing with 
strange, ghostly insistence, all unbidden, to 
her ears. 

““An’ af’ dat de days wuz mos’ allays 
bright an’ clare. But sometime dey’s dark 
an’ gloomy, too, — an’ den look like de lil’ 
boy cyan’ fine nobuddy ’t all ter be a frien’ 
to “im. An’ dat’s de reason he allays look 
out de do’ de fus’ thing in de mawnin’ — ter 
see ef de sun’s a-shinin’ in de sky.” 

“Oh, the sun, the sun!” she broke out 
drearily. “‘Do you suppose it’s — ever 
coming out?”’ 

Miss Jane looked back at her with kind, 
calm eyes. 

“Oh, yes, I think so,” she declared gently. 
“Why, you know that the sun is coming out.” 


VII 


THE HEIRS OF FATE 


M* MATILDA MORSE was going 
back to Massachusetts. She had a 
discontented notion that one of the primary 
objects of her short sojourn in the South 
had not been satisfactorily accomplished. 
This matter of racial impression was such an 
illusive thing — especially with the children, 
and it was the children that had particularly 
interested her. But now she was going back, 
feeling perhaps more at sea in regard to the 
future possibilities and probabilities for the 
young Afro-American than she had upon 
her arrival. 

She wandered out of the Whittier School 
yard and then turned round and looked 
back. She had been watching classes of 
small children there most of the afternoon. 
But they had gone now. To be sure, there 
were three or four of them still hopping 
about in the big yard, but the school build- 
ing was empty for the rest of the day. 
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As Miss Matilda’s eyes wandered in 
thought, they stopped a moment on the 
hopping figures in the big yard. Then she 
retraced her steps. 

“Why do you stay so late?” she inquired, 
looking down in a generally impersonal way 
at the small company before her. There was 
one there whom she thought she knew by 
name. 

“Why do you stay so late, Ezekiel?’’ she 
ventured. “Is n’t it time to go home?” 

“Yas’m — no’m — I ain’ "blige go home 
yit,” came the breezy rejoinder. 

““No’m, we ain’ ’blige go home twell we 
wants ter,” agreed the others harmoniously. 

Miss Matilda looked at them with curi- 
ously combating expressions of countenance. 
Then she felt a sudden glow both of hope and 
resolve. 

“T wish we might have some little — per- 
haps some little game together, before we go 
home for the night,” she suggested. 7 

They looked at her in consternation. 

““Yas’m, does yer wanter play a game, 
Miss Mo’se?”’ inquired Ezekiel uneasily. 

Miss Matilda hesitated. 
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“Well, perhaps — not a: game exactly,” 
she glanced speculatively at the overhang- 
ing tree beside them. “Let’s sit down a 
moment,” she concluded recklessly. 

They looked uneasy, not to say doubtful. 

“Let’s have a little talk!”’ went on Miss 
Matilda, with both growing confidence and 
enthusiasm, and dropping down, in what 
might have passed for an almost careless 
manner, on the stubbly grass. “‘As I was 
watching you this afternoon, I was wonder- 
ing what was going to become of you all,” 
she suggested cheerfully. 

Real alarm appeared to take possession of 
them, just for the moment, but Miss Matilda 
went on soothingly. 

“IT suppose you have all sorts of plans in 
your heads. In some ways it must be a real 
privilege to belong to your — to your race.” 

They were making brave efforts at sym- 
pathetic attention, but their glances were a 
shade wild. 

_“T suppose you are planning, like so many 
others, to go out and uplift your people when 
you are old enough.” ‘This sounded more 
homelike. 
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“Yas’m, I’se gwine uplif’ my people,” 
agreed Ezekiel in smooth, sure tones. 

“T’se gwine uplif’ my people, too.” 

“T’se gwine uplif’? my people, too!” 

“Yas’m, I’se gwine uplif?’ my people, 
too!” 

There was something almost magical 
about this swift, sure harmony. Miss 
Matilda fairly beamed on them. They were 
the coming generation. They were the 
Heirs of Fate. But already they had visions 
of reversing some of Fate’s old decrees. In 
their hearts they were already among the 
chosen who should lead their people to the 
Promised Land. 

“Sit down, sit down!” urged Miss 
Matilda. She drew a deep, shivering breath. 

“It’s so encouraging that you feel that 
way about it. To uplift the ignorant,” she 
soliloquized. “‘ What a privilege!” 

*Yas’m, cert’nly mus’ uplif’ ’em,”’ came 
the pleasant murmur. 

“Yer mus’ uplif’ de culled people,” 
assured Ezekiel again, with growing cer- 
tainty. 

“Of course almost any race needs help 
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in—in spots,” suggested Miss Matilda 
broadly. “I suppose even the white race 
might bear some uplifting.” 

““Yas’m, yer mus’ uplif’ de culled people 
an’ yer mus’ uplif’ de wite people, too,” 
agreed Ezekiel, positively spacious in effect. 

“But of course you are more interested in 
your own race, naturally,” hinted Miss 
Matilda, anxious to keep to the main issue; 
‘and I suppose you will find enough — well, 
enough ignorance there to keep you occu- 
pied,’ she encouraged. 

““Yas’m, de culled people’s ser ign’rant, 
look like sometime yer cyan’ sca’cely do 
nuth’n’ wid ’em. De wiite people’s kine o’ 
ign’rant, too — sometime.” Universal sor- 
row still darkened his meditations. ‘“W’y, 
it’s a wite gen leman once where’s ser 
ign’rant — w’y, he’s ser ign’rant he’d jes’ 
se’ down in a cheer an’ stay dere.” 

“He certainly could n’t have been very 
bright to stay in one spot all the time,” put 
in Miss Matilda helpfully. 

““No’m, he cert’nly’s r’al ign’rant.”’ 

“In what other ways did he show his 
ignorance?” 
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“Well, look like he show it in all kine o’ 
ways. W’y, one mawnin’ he’s a-settin’ dere 
‘bout breakfus’ time, an’ yer kin see he 
ain’ gwine move fer nobuddy, nudder. Cuz 
co’se dey’s cook’n’ breakfus’, an’ de lady 
where’s ma’ied to ’im, she’s a-fryin’ poke 
chops on de fiah. But she allays speak r’al 
pleasant to ’im, too; so she say dey’s gwine 
tas’e r’al good w’en dey’s done, ain’ dey? 

“Well, he’s ser ign’rant he ain’? mek no 
‘sponse *t all. He look at ’er an’ kine o’ smile, 
an’ dat’s all. So she ax ’im will he watch ’em 
fer a minute, wile she run out an’ git some 
wood. So he set dere in ’is cheer an’ watch 
de poke chops. 

‘An’ dey ’mence ter splutter an’ jump a 
ll an’ he set dere an’ watch ’em, an’ den dey 
‘mence ter git r’al nice an’ brown, an’ he set 
dere an’ watch ’em, am’ den dey ’mence ter 
jump up a li’l’ mo’, an’ he set dere an’ watch 
°em, an’ den dey ’mence a-shootin’ out li’l’ 
sparks, an’ he set dere an’ watch ’em, an’ 
den dey ’mence ter ketch. fiah an’ blaze up 
on de stove, an’ still he set dere an’ watch 
"em. 

‘“Co’se, ef he ain’ been ser ign’rant he 
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would n’ ’a’ done like dat, but he “member 
wat she say, an’ he set dere a-watchin’ twell 
de fiah *mence ter leap an’ burn clare up fru 
de roof, an’ fall down an’ start burnin’ up de 
flo’, an’ still he set dere a-watchin’, twell it 
ketch *is feet an’ ’mence burnin’ ’is shoes off 
an’ still he set dere a-watchin’. 

“But de lady she come back den, an’ she 
seen way it wuz, an’ she spoke awful quick, 
too. 

***T tole yer ter watch de fiah,’ she say. 

An’ he ain’ mek no ’sponse at fus’, but 
Jes’ smile at ’er an’ look down. 

***T is watchin’ it,’ he say. 

“Co’se she’s mad an’ yit she’s kine 0’ 
frighten’, too. 

*** Watchin’ it!’ she say; ‘w’y, yer’s afiah, 
man,’ she say. ‘Jes’ looker yer feet, man!’ 
she say. 

‘Well, ef he ain’ been ser ign’rant he’d ’a’ 
start wo’yin’, ‘isself, by dat time, but he jes’ 
lean back r’al easy an’ smile an’ look down 
agin. 

*“T ain’ pertic’ler “bout my feet,’ he 
answer. | 

““Co’se she’s s’prise at de way he spoke, 
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an’ she shown it, too. So he smile at ’er 
agin. 

“*No, I ain’ nuver cyare nuth’n’ ’bout 
my feet,’ he say. 

“*Well, it’s good thing yer ain’t,’ she 
answer ‘Im, ‘cuz yer’s los’ ’em, anyway.’ 

“De fiah keep right on burnin’ ez she 
spoke, an’ praesen’ly it *mence ter burn de 
gen’leman’s coat off. 

“Yer coat’s afiah,’ she say; an’ he jes’ 
lean back easier ’n befo’. 

“*T ain’ nuver cyare nuth’n’ *bout my 
coat, he answer ’er. 

“*Well, *t ain’ done yer no good ef yer 
is,’ she answer ‘im, ‘cuz yer’s los’ it, anyway.’ 

*“Co’se de fiah keep right on burnin’ ez 
she spoke, an’ she look up at de roof. 

““T ’spec’ de roof’s gwine fall in on yer 
nex’, she say. 

“Ef he gotten good sense, he’d seen she’s 
right "bout it, too, but he jes’ lean back an’ 
smile some mo’. 

***T guess ’t ain’ nuth’n’ gwine fall in on 
me, he say. An’ ez he spoken de words de 
roof fall in on *im, an’ broke ’is arms an’ ’is 
laigs off. 
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*“*W at yer say now?’ she ax "im. 

“Oh, I ain’ nuver cyare nuth’n’ *bout 
my arms an’ laigs,’ he answer ’er. 

“*Yer’s ser ign’rant, dat’s de reason, I 
spose, she say. An’ at de ve’y minute she 
spoke, some mo’ o’ de roof fall in an’ knock 
de gen’leman’s haid off. 

**Is yer kill?’ she ax ’im. 

“No, I ain’ kill,’ he answer. 

*** Well, I doan’ know ef yer is or not,’ she 
say, “but look ter me like yer’s disable, any- 
how.’ 

“He ain’ mek no ’sponse to ’er, an’ she 
listen. An’ den she know it’s de las’ words he’s 
gwine speak. So she turn roun’ ter go out an’ 
she look awful discou’ge, too. Cuz de las’ 
words he7zs speak mek ’im look ser ign’rant.”’ 

Miss Matilda half rose, and then she 
seated herself once more. 

“T suppose that — that circumstance goes 
to prove that white people may sometimes 
be very ignorant, does n’t it?” 

“Yas’m, sometime,” agreed Ezekiel, ‘‘an’ 
sometime dey ain’, nudder. W’y, ’t wuz 
anudder gen’leman, *t wuz anudder w’ite 
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gen’leman, an’ he ain’ nuth’n’ but learnin’. 
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“Oh, I see. That was quite a different 
case, was n't it?” 

“Yas’m. W’y, he ain’ nuver move ner 
speak lessen he gotten fo’ five books un’er 
"is arm, an’ wen he vs speak, trouble is he 
know ser much he could n’ nuver seem ter 
stop. So dey ’s ’blige be r’al cyarful w’at dey 
ax “im, too. 

*“W’y, one day ‘is lil’ boy come in an’ ax 
"im kin he go a-fishin’. 

**Co’se “is books is all pile up eroun’ *im 
ser high could n’ nobuddy r’ally see *im, an’ 
w’en he spoke could n’ nobuddy r’ally hyeah 
"im ve’y good, nudder. So de lil’ boy gotten 
>im a ladder, an’ he putten it up siden de do’, 
an’ he climb up an’ se’ down atop o’ de lad- 
der where he kin see an’ hyeah, too. 

“Well, .co’se de trouble wuz, w’en de 
gen’leman start ter tell ’im kin he go — w’y, 
de trouble wuz he gotten too much learnin’. 
So he talk mos’ all de mawnin’, twell it 
gotten kine 0’ wea’ysome fer de lil’ boy 
where’s settin’ up atop o’ de ladder waitin’, 
an’ he kine o’ fergit ’isself, an’ spoke, too. 

“Well, kin I go?’ he ax. 

““Co’se ’t ain’ no way ter do, an’ de gen’le- 
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man tole ’im he ain’ shown no respec’, an’ 
ef he wants ter go, w’y, he kin wait a minute 
twell he kin ¢ell ’im kin he go. 

“But it’s jes’ same trouble ’s befo’. He 
gotten too much learnin’. An’ he talk all 
day an’ all night, an’ de li’l’ boy kine o’ shit’ 
isself a li'l’ on de ladder. 

“Well, kin I go?’ he ax. 

“Co’se he would n’ ’a’ done it ef *t ain’ 
gotten ser wea’ysome fer ’im, an’ de gen'le- 
man look at ’im r’al hard. 

“Well, I’se gwine ¢ell yer kin yer go, ef 
yer ll given me time fer it,’ he say. 

An’ den he start in ag’in, an’ he talk fer 
mos’ a week an’ de li’l’ boy turn ’isself some 
mo’ on de ladder. 

“But he keep right on, cuz he gotten ser 
much learnin’ he cyan’ stop. An’ he talk all 
summer an’ all winter, twell seem like it: 
gotten awful wea’ysome, an’ de lil’ boy kine 
o’ risen up on de ladder an’ given ‘isself a 
lil’ shek. 

“<*T wisht I ain’ nuver ax yer,’ he say. 

“Well, he knowed jes’ soon’s he’s spoke 
he ain’ oughter ’a’ done it, an’ ’t ain’ done 
im no good, nudder. Cuz w’at yer s’pose de 
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gen’leman done? W’y, he say ef dat’s de 
way he feel *bout it, ter jes’ set dere a minute 
twell he mek a lil’ refe’nence to ’is books. 

‘An’ de lil boy stretch out ’is laig, an’ de 
gen'leman mek a refe’nence to ’is books, an’ 
den he tell ’im well, he’s ’cide *bout it now, 
an’ he kin go, cuz dat’s de way he is ’cide it, 
an’ he ’ll tell ’im w’y. 

“De lil boy stan’ right up an’ turn clare 
way roun’ w’en he spoke like dat, an’ den he 
se’ down ag’in. An’ de gen’leman ’mence ter 
tell ’im w’y. 

“But it’s de same trouble’s befo’. He 
gotten too much learnin’. An’ de li'l’ boy 
set dere an’ listen twell he ’mence feelin’ 
kine o’ dull an’ ole. An’ he kin see de sum- 
mer gwine out de do’, an’ de winter lookin’ 
in fru de winder, but he ain’ move, he set 
dere an’ listen, twell de winter’s gwine off, 
too, — an’ de summer’s lookin’ in ag’in, 
sump'n’ like a smile, an’ de birds out yon- 
der’s a-singin’ on de trees, — an’ still he set 
dere an’ listen. He ain’ r’ally move twell de 
leaves ’mence ter blow up ’g’inst de winder- 
pane, an’ it’s a cole win’ a-hu’yin’ pas’ 
de house. An’ den he knowed de winter’s 
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comin’ back. An’ de li’ boy stan’ up an’ 
speak. 

**T reckon I ain’ cyare nuth’n’ *bout 
gwine, anyway, he say. An’ he start ter 
come down de ladder. But seem like he feel 
kine o’ stiff ’n’ ole. An’ time he reach de 
bottom o’ de ladder he stretch out ’is arms 
an’ *is laigs, an’ look up at de daid leaves 
where’s hittin’ ’g’inst de pane. An’ he stan’ 
dere on de flo’ an’ shiver. 

“°W’at mek yer ask me, ef yer ain’ 
wanter go?’ de gen’leman say. 

***7 dunno,’ lil’ boy answer, an’ he stretch 
*isself out ag’in an’ walk off by ’isself. 

‘An’ af’ dat, he ain’ nuver ax nobody 
nuth’n’ ag’in. Cuz eve’y time he start ter, 
he ‘members *bout de answers ter some kine 
o questions bein’ ser long a-comin’ — an’ 
he ’cide — well, he ’cide ’t ain’ sense ter ax 
"em.”” 

*“Of course — I don’t wonder,”’ reflected 
Miss Matilda reasonably. ‘‘ Was this — this 
particular gentleman that you speak of, 
supposed to be white, too?”’ 

*Yas’m. An’ look like it’s jes’ de trouble 
wid ‘em. Sometime dey doan’ git *nough 
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learnin’ an’ sometime dey git too much. It’s 
jes’ one man I hyeah *bout once where’s 
rally gotten ’nough, an’ yit not too much. 
Cuz he ain’t ign’rant, an’ yit he ain’t 
all learnin’, nudder. He’s jes’ *bout half 
learnin’, I reckon. So yer’d s’pose he’d be 
bout right. An’ yit dat’s jes’ de trouble wid 
"im. Cuz ’counten only bein’ half learnin’, 
wy; co’se half de time he show it, an’ half 
de time he doan’t. So yer couldn’ rally 
trus’ im. Cuz one day he’s all learnin’, an’ 
nex’ day he’s jes’ completely ign’rant. An’ 
eve’y time wen dey wek up in de mawnin’, 
dey’s allays *blige stop an’ think w’at day 
is it. Cuz ef *t ain’ de right day fer ’im, w’y, 
den, co’se it’s de wrong day, an’ dey know 
dey cyan’ change it. 

“But one mawnin’ dey wek up an’ dey 
seem ter be kine o’ confuse’ ’bout it. De two 
lv’V gyurls where ‘longs to *im, dey ain’ no 
sooner wek up ’n dey start quar’lin’ *bout it, 
anyway. Cuz dey’s fixin’ fer a picnic, an’ 
co’se dey has ter know 7s it de right day fer it. 
But dey got quar’lin’ ser bad dey mamma 
come in, an’ co’se dey’s ’blige tell ’er w’at’s 
de matter. 
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*“<Pshaw,’ she say, kine o’ stoppin’ ter 
think *bout it, ‘pshaw, I cyan’ ’member, 
myself,’ she say. An’ she look up at de bird 
where’s settin’ in de li'l’ brass cage in de 
winder, ez she spoke. De chil’ren look up, 
too, an’ den dey start quar’lin’ worse ’n 
befo’. Cuz co’se dey jes’ gotten de li’l’ bird 
fer a present, an’ co’se dey kin see ef it’s de 
wrong day, an’ dey goes off an’ leaves dey 
papa by ’isself, w’y, he’ll let ’er outen de 
li'l’ brass cage — an’ she’ll fly erway. 

**So dey’s cryin’ an’ de bird’s a-lookin’ at 
"em, an’ singin’ in de cage, an’ dey mamma’s 
tryin’ ter ’member is it de right day or ain’t it, 
an’ jes’ at dat ve’y minute dey papa come in. 

“Hole on, now,’ she say, ‘I’se gwine ax 
yer papa “bout it, ’isself.’ 

“So she set righ’ down an’ she look at ’im, 
an’ she say she’s axin’ fer a pu’pose, but w’at 
she wanter know is — 7s it de day w’en he 
show “is learnin’, or is it de day he’s ser 
ign’rant yer cyan’ r’ally trus’ ’im. 

“Well, he stop an’ he look back ez ef he’s 
studyin’ ’bout it, too. An’ den he answer an’ 
say wy, he doan’ know, he cyan’ ’member. 
He doan’ rally know which day is it. 
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‘An’ den de chil’ren ery ag’in, an’ de bird 
look at ’em an’ hop eroun’ in de li’l’ brass 
cage, an’ sing awful loud, an’ dey papa rub 
*is han’s up fru ’is ha’r an’ look like he doan’ 
know wat ter do nex’. 

‘** Hole on a minute,’ he say, an’ he gotten 
out a paper an’ pencil an’ start wukkin’ it 
out. 

“Dey stop cryin’ den, but dey mamma 
spoke. 

***Doan’ look ter me like sense ter run no 
resks,’ she say, ‘an’ ef it’s de wrong day fer 
yer, yer could n’ wuk it out right anyway,’ 
she say. 

“He lay down de pencil den, an’ rub ’is 
han’s up fru ’is ha’r ’g’in. 

*** Well, kin yer prove it’s de wrong day?’ 
he ax. ‘Ain’t I ign’rant yes’erday?’ he ax. 
‘Ain’t it yes’erday I eaten up my bes’ hat?’ 
he ax. 

***T doan’ know,’ she say, lookin’ awful 
discou’ge; ‘I doan’ know ef it’s yes’erday 
yer eaten up yer bes’ hat or not,’ she say. 

**De bird ’mence ter hop an’ sing like she 
gwine bus’ ’erself den, an’ de chil’ren ’mence 
ter cry ser loud couldn’ nobody hyeahnuth’n’. 
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““Hole on, now!’ dey papa holler. ‘I 
"members all ’bout it now!’ he holler; ‘TI 
‘members all *bout it! Yer kin go! Yer 
kin go off on yer pienic! It’s de day w’en 
I’se all learnin’!’ 

‘So dey all of °em jump up an’ laf, an’ nex’ 
yer know, dey’s gwine down de steps wid dey 
bastiks on dey arms. An’ de strange thing 
wuz, wen he seen ’em gwine erlong like dat, 
wid dey bastiks on dey arms, he rub ’is han’ 
up fru “is ha’r ’g’in, an’ stan’ dere thinkin’. 

“*T won’er ef I’se mek a mistek,’ he say; 
an’ de gate slam, an’ he’s ser frighten’ he 
run down de steps an’ jes’ stan’ dere lookin’. 
Cuz now he know he’s mek a mistek an’ it’s 
de wrong day. 

“Come back!’ he holler. ‘Come back! 
I’se gwine turn de bird loose! Come back!’ 

“But dey ain’ hyeah nuth’n’, an’ he run 
back in de house, — an’ de bird’s a kine o’ 
crouchin’ in ’er cage. But ’t ain’ mek no 
diffunce. He open de do’ — an’ she look at 
‘im ez ef fer help — an’ den she fly erway. 

‘An’ he feel ser kine 0’ discou’ge w’en 
he seen de li'l’ cage a-hangin’ dere empty, he 
look eroun’ ez ef fer help, too, — an’ den he 
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stab “isself in de ribs, an’ den he chop up all 
de furniture, an’ den he run outen de house 
an’ down de steps, an’ den he run off fas’ ’s 
he kin. 

““An’ w’en dey come back in de evenin’ 
wid dey bastiks on dey arms, ’t ain’ no 
sign of ’im now’eres, an’ all dey foun’ wuz 
de li'l’ brass cage a-hangin’ dere empty — an’ 
a note pin up on de gate where say he’s 
gone off ter jine de missiona’ies.”’ 

Miss Matilda rose to her feet and looked 
‘down. | 

“And that goes to prove, I suppose, that 
even a reasonable amount of education is n’t 
always safe?”’ She glanced briefly at the sky. 
“It is getting late,” she said, “‘and we have 
wandered a little from the point. We were 
talking about uplifting your people — were 
n’t we?” 

*Yas’m, I’se gwine uplif’ my people. I’se 
gwine uplif’ de w’ite people, too.” 

Miss Matilda glanced down again. The 
Heirs of Fate were still before her. 

*“Cuz look like some uv ’em gotten too 
much learnin’, an’ some uv ’em ain’ gotten 
*‘nough, or else dey gotten jes’ de right 
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*mount, an’ den yer cyan’ r’ally trus’ ’em, 
nudder.”’ | 

Once more Miss Matilda recalled one of 
the primary objects of her visit to the South. 

“Yes — of course,”’ she hesitated; ‘‘but I 
expect to go back home to-morrow, where 
they are all white, more or less. Can I take 
them any — message from you? They are 
so much interested in what you are all going 
~ to do — for — for —”’ 

*Yas’m,I’se gwine uplif’ de w’ite people,”’ 
chanted Ezekiel evenly. 

“T’se gwine uplif’ de w’ite people, too!” 

“T’se gwine uplif’ de w’ite people, too!” 

“T’se gwine uplift’ de w’ite people, too!” 
agreed the harmonious body, in a smooth, 
swelling cadence. 

Miss Matilda turned and walked slowly 
from the yard — while under the spreading 
tree, the Heirs of Fate dreamed on, only 
waiting for their God-given, appointed work. 


Vill 


THE LITTLE NUMBER ONES 
| Baars lay on his back under the big 


elm tree in the school yard and looked 
up at the sky. The clouds floated slowly 
down until they seemed to poise lightly on 
the topmost branches of the tree, and the 
sun crept under a white, fleecy edge, just 
tinting it with color. 

“Cert’nly is pretty,”’ whispered Ezekiel. 
And then he raised himself slowly on one arm 
and looked at a familiar figure approaching 
steadily across the grass. 

“W'at’s Miss Jane doin’ hyeah?” he 
mumbled amiably. 

Miss Jane fixed her eyes on the relaxed- 
looking object under the tree, and her look 
was neither hopeful nor inviting. 

“Tam sorry to say I have just been defend- 
mg you, Ezekiel,” she began, without any 
introduction whatsoever. 

Ezekiel sat up quite alertly, and looked at 


bd 
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her with perhaps pardonable inquiry on his 
face. 

“Why should I defend you, Ezekiel?” she 
demanded. 

Ezekiel was looking perceptibly dazed. 

“TJ dunno *m,” he mumbled vaguely. 

“Well, I don’t, either,” responded Miss 
Jane warmly, “‘I am sure!” 

“No ’m,” agreed Ezekiel politely. 

**No, I should think not!”’ said Miss Jane. 
**T don’t know,” she repeated, with absolute 
conviction of tone, “why I should take the 
trouble to defend a boy who lounges under a 
tree, instead of being in school with the rest 
of the scholars.”’ 

Ezekiel looked back at her restfully and 
drew a deep breath. 

*Doan’t yer know, Miss Jane, it’s Anni- 
versry ter-day?” he began engagingly. 
“Tt’s Annivers’ry, Miss Jane, an’ de chil’- 
ren’s all gwine march up ter de Ins’tute.”’ 

**T don’t see what that has to do with it,”’ 
rejoined Miss Jane briskly. 

“Well, yer see, I’se *fraid 0’ bein’ late fer 
de marchin’,” he explained confidentially, 
“so I jes’ ’cide ef I doan’ go ter school ’t all, 
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w'y, den co’se I’ll be sho’ an’ be right hyeah 
wen it comes time fer de marchin’. Dey’s 
gwine march ’hine de Ins’tute battalion, 
Miss Jane, so’s de vis’tors kin see eve ybody 
in percession. Yas’m, it’s Annivers’ry.”’ 

Miss Jane still looked doubtful, not to say 
critical. 

‘‘And so you are not in school so that you 
may surely be on time when the children 
come out of school. Well, really, Ezekiel, 
that is about as poor an excuse as I have 
ever heard from you yet.” 

“Wha’m yer say? Doan’t yer see, Miss 
Jane, ef I’se outdo’s, wy, den w’en de chil’- 
ren comes out, w’y — w’y, I’se outdo’s,” he 
explained. 

“TI see. You are outdoors. No one will 
dispute you there, certainly.” 

She regarded him with a deprecatory 
glance, and then her eyes shifted, as another 
figure moved toward them across the erass, 
and Miss Lavinia Lane, Miss Jane’s visiting 
and also critical sister, glanced inquiringly 
about her, and then stopped beside them 
under the tree. 

Ezekiel looked up at her and smiled shyly. 
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“Is this one of your hopefuls?” she in- 
quired lightly. 

“T’m afraid he’s not as hopeful as I rae 
tried to make you believe,” replied Miss 
Jane. “At present he is shirking school.” 

“T don’t doubt it,” agreed the other 
promptly. “He would n’t be living up to 
his accepted réle if he were doing otherwise.” 
Her eyes rested not unpleasantly on Ezekiel. 
“There’s a great deal of misplaced charity. 
in the world, Jane,” she declared good- 
naturedly, “‘as you’ll find out yourself, in 
time.” | : 

Miss Jane looked up with passive accept- 
ance. “Of course there’s a great deal that 
does n’t seem to go for much,” she admitted 
gloomily. 

“There’s a great deal of time and labor 
absolutely thrown away; that’s the amount 
of the matter.” | 

“Yes, of course,”’ agreed Miss Jane; “but 
we must remember that we are dealing with 
a child race, and have patience.” 

“Oh, I’m sick and tired of that nonsense!”’ 
snapped the visiting sister. “‘There’s alto- 
gether too much patience as it is. Too much 
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of this everlasting helping hand. As a matter 
of fact, your child race, that you talk about, 
can never meet any test whatsoever until 
they are made to stand alone. At present 
their condition is one of entire dependable- 
ness.”’ 

“Helping hand?” repeated Miss Jane 
meditatively. 

“Yes, helping hand. It’s all wrong — all 
wrong.” 

“Oh, I don’t think so,” protested Miss 
Jane evenly. “Of course, they are depend- 
ent because they are like children. And of 
course they make — a great many mistakes 
— like children,” she added, with monoto- 
nous persistence; “children — will always 
make mistakes.” 

Ezekiel shifted uneasily on the grass and 
glanced uncomprehendingly from Miss Jane 
to. this strange, unknown person beside 
her. 

* Well, what do you think about it, young 
man?” she demanded unexpectedly. 

“Yas’m — chil’ren — ’Il allays mek mis- 
teks,” mumbled Ezekiel, in some perturba- 
tion. 
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“You feel sure about that, do your” A 
humorous light flickered in her eye as she 
looked down on him. 

“Yas’m — chil’ren’ll_ allays mek mis- 
teks,”’ he repeated with more assurance. 

“T guess you’re quite right there,” encour- 
aged the unknown one. 

*Yas’m — whole lot o’ misteks,”’ he went 
on willingly. “I knowed a Wi’ boy once 
where ain’ nuver mek nuth’n’ but mis- 
teks.” 

“Did you? Who was that little boy? A — 
friend of yours?” 

“ No’m, he ain’ no frien’ o’ mine,” declared 
Ezekiel, with warmth. ‘“No’m, I would n’ 
have *im fer no frien’ nohow, cuz he’s jes’ 
mekkin’ misteks all time. W’y, w’at yer 
spose? He come home one day an’ mistuk- 
ken *is mamma fer de water-bucket.” 

The what 2?” 

“Yas’m, he mistukken ’er fer de water- 
bucket.” 

“A colored child, was this?’? demanded 
Miss Jane, with conscientious fervor, “or 
— white?” 

“Yas’m; li’l’ w’ite boy. He —” 
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~“T don’t believe it would have been a 
possible mistake,” interrupted Miss Jane, 
with increasing warmth. 

*“Yas’m, he is. He come home one day, 
an’ co’se “is mamma ain’t r’ally favor de 
water-bucket ve’y much, but, yer see, she’s 
a-washin’ up de flo’, an’ bunch up kine o’ 
small right ’side it, so w’en she ax ’im ter 
frow out de water an’ git ’er some mo’, w’y, 
he ain’ tekken de leas’ notice w’at he’s doin’, 
so wat yer spose? He tukken *is mamma 
an’ frowed ’er out de do’ instid.”’ 

Miss Jane glanced about a little wildly, 
and Ezekiel went on smoothly : — 
~ © Well, co’se he seen ’is mistek ’mos’ soon’s 
he done it, cuz jes’ soon’s he gotten in de 
house agin, he look roun’, an’ dere’s ’is 
mamma comin’ back ’erself. An’ she say ef 
he cyan’t do no better’n dat, she doan’t 
reckon she cyare “bout ’is help ’t all. 

‘““Co’se de lil’ boy he feel kine o’ ’shame, 
too, ter think he been ser ca’liss an’ frowed 
"is mamma out like dat, so he look roun’ a 
minit ’thout r’ally mekkin’ no’ ’sponse, an’ 
den he say he guess he’ll go out an’ play a 
lvl on de po’ch. 
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““No, yer ain't,’ *is mamma, say; ‘yer 
ain’ gwine out on no po’ch, nudder.’ 

“Well, w’at kin I do?’ he say. 

“*Yer kin stay right where yer is,’ she 
answer ‘Im. 

“So he walk roun’ de room r’al gloomy, 
wid “is han’s bu’y ’way down in ’is pockets, 
twell praesen’ly he seen 71s li'l’ baby sister 
a-settin’ in de sun in de cohner, a-kine 0’ 
laffin’ to ’erself an’ a-playin’ wid de pin- 
cush’n. An’ seem like it mek de li'l’ boy feel 
kine 0’ mean ’n’ triflin’ ter see ’er settin’ up 
dere ser nice a-laffin’ an’ a-playin’ wid de 
pincush’n, an’ he se’ down right ’side ’er, an’ 
den he turn roun’ an’ ax ‘Is mamma does 
she mine ve’y much ef he stick a pin into 
"er. 
“Well, *is mamma she’s a-settin’ in a 
rockin’-cheer ter res’ ’erself a lil’? now, but 
she look back over ’er shoul’er an’ stop 
rockin’, an’ she say, ya’as, she does. 

“So de lil boy he look at ‘is lil baby 
sister ag’in, a-settin’ dere ser nice, an’ he’s 
kine o’ hongry anyway, so he turn roun’ an’ 
ax is mamma does she mine ve’y much ef he - 
tekken a li’l’ teeny bite outen ’er. 
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‘‘An’ she stop rockin’ ag’in, an’ look back 
over ‘er shoul’er, an’ she say, ya’as, she 
does. 

“Well, by dat time co’se de li’l’ boy’s 
feelin’ natchelly mo’ mean ’n’ triflin’? ’n 
befo’, an’ he say, well, she ain’ doin’ no good 
a-settin’ dere on de flo’ — she’s too small ’n’ 
light ter be doin’ de leas’ good. Does she 
mine ef he hitch a piece o’ string onto ’er an’ 
fix er up fer a li’l’ kite like. 

‘Well, trouble wuz, w’en ’is mamma turn 
‘er haid dat time, she look back de wrong 
way. An’ co’se de li'l’ boy’s allays mekkin’ 
misteks anyhow, so, ’stid 0’ sayin’ ya’as, 
she does, he mistukken ’er ter say no, she 
doan’t. So he tukken de piece o’ string an’ 
hitch it onto *is li'l’ baby sister, an’ fix ’er 
all up into a li'l’ kite like. 

“Now ain’ dat r’al mean!’ ’?is mamma 
say, a-runnin’ out de do’ after ’im. ‘Ain’t 
you ‘shame ter be a-usin’ ’er like dat?’ 

‘An’ den dey bofe stop, a-lookin’ up. Cuz 
de breeze is tukken ’er right up, an’ de li’l’ 
kite’*s gwine ’way up atop o’ de house, an’ ’s 
. lodge right on a shingle where’s kine o’ 
perjeckin’ out a li’l’ on de roof. 
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“Oh, my!’ ’is mamma holler. ‘Ain’ dat 
too bad!’ 

“An’ de li’? boy’s ser skyeered w’en he 
seen wat he done, he start runnin’ back in 
de house ag’in. An’ co’se he’s allays mekkin’ 
misteks anyhow, so w’en ’is mamma come 
a-hu’yin’ an’ a-puffin’ “long behine ’im, w’y, 
he mistukken ’er fer de win’. Dat’s jes’ w’at 
he done — he mistukken ’is mamma fer de 
win’, an’ turn roun’ an’ shet ’er right up in 
de do’. 

**Co’se he seen ’is mistek soon’s he done 
it; an’ yit, now he gotten ’er in dere, he 
cyan’t sca’cely git de cou’ge ter let ’er out, 
nudder. ; 

“Well, w’at yer done like dat fer, any- 
way?’ she say. ‘I doan’ see no call fer it, an’ 
yer ain’t r’ally no business ter do it!’ 

‘An’ de lil’ boy, co’se he’s ser ’shame 
wen he seen way she’s wedge in dere, he 
bus’ open de do’ an’ run right out in de yard; 
an’ by dat time he feel ser bad he jes’ jump. 
righ’ down de well fer shame. An’ w’en ’is 
mamma come ‘long an’ seen w’at he done, 
she’s ser s’prise she jump righ’ down after 
"im ter save “im. 
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*“Well, de wuss uv it wuz, w’en she come 
down after ’im like dat, he mistukken ’er fer 
a ladder, an’ climb right up atop uv ’er, an’ 
out on de grass ag in. 

‘““Co’se he seen *is mistek soon’s he done 
it, an’ he feel r’al bad ’bout it, too. Cuz co’se 
‘is mamma’s lef’ all “lone dere down de well. 
She doan’t like it, nudder. 

***T doan’ see de leas’ call fer it!’ she holler 
up, ‘not de leas’ call. An’ look ter me like 
*tain’t a ve’y nice thing fer yer ter do!’ 

“He ain’ mek no ’sponse ter dat, but he 
feel ser ’shame he jes’ went in de house an’ 
start right off fer baid. Co’se he ain’t r’ally 
like ter do it, nudder, wid ’is li'l’ sister lodge 
up on de shingle an’ ’is mamma down de 
well; an’ yit, he cyan’t think o’ nuth’n’ else 
ter do, so he’s r’ally *blige ter. An’ he lay 
dere *thout speakin’ nary word, an’ watch 
de light a-flickerin’ in de winder — twell it 
kep’ a-growin’ smaller, an’ den he watch de 
dark — twell it kep’ a-growin’ bigger, an’ 
bime-by it’s jes’ ez dark ez night; an’ nex’ 
he know, ’is papa come home, an’ walk up 
de steps, an’ stan’ dere a-knockin’ at de do’. 

“Well, de wuss uv all’s w’at de li'l’ boy 
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done den. ’Cuz, w’en he hyeah ’is papa 
a-knockin’ at de do’, w’y, he mistukken ’im 
fer a bu’glar, an’ hop right outen de baid, 
an’ tukken down de gun, an’ den he went 
out an’ shoot *is papa’s haid off. 

“*Pshaw, w’at yer done dat fer?’ ’is papa 
say, an’ jes’ ez he spoken de words de lil’ boy 
he aim ag’in, an’ dis time he shoot ’is laig off. 

“Well, w’at yer doin’ anyhow, boy?’ ’is 
papa holler, r’al mad w’en he seen w’at’s 
’appen. ‘Look ter me like yer ain’t got good 
sense!’ 

*“An’ soon’s he spoke like dat, co’se de 
ll’ boy seen ’is mistek. He feel r’al bad 
*bout it, too, an’ start right in ter ’splain 
*bout it. But ’is papa cert’nly’s mad, an’ he 
say he doan’ cyare ter hyeah no mo’, an’ 
it’s a ve’y po’ ’scuse fer doin’ like dat ter 
anybody, anyway. An’ jes’ den de moon 
come out ser bright *n’ clare, he look up, an’ 
den he stop an’ listen. 

*** Her de Lawd’s sake!’ he say, cuz he kin 
hyeah de baby a-cryin’ on de shingle. It 
cert’nly s’prise im, too, way she spoke. 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come up?’ seem like 
she’s callin’. An’ he turn ’is haid kine 0’ 
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slow, as ef he’s studyin’ ’bout it, an’ den 
he answer back r’al light an’ easy like t’ 
encou ge ’er. 

“Oh, w’y doan’t yer come down?’ he say. 

‘An’ de moon wuz shinin’ bright ’n’ clare, 
an’ he went a-hoppin’ ’cross de grass on one 
laig, an’ den he stop ag’in. Cuz, it’s de 
trufe, he kin hyeah sump’n’ a-comin’ fum 
de well. 

**Oh, wy doan’t yer come down?’ a voice 
call. An’ he turn ’is haid kine o’ slow ag’in. 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come up?’ he answer 
back. 

‘An’, same time he spoken de words, he 
given a look back fru de moonlight, an’ dere’s 
de li'l’ boy a-comin’ ’cross de grass. An’ he’s 
a-lookin’ turble sad ’n’ gloomy, cuz he 
"members he’s de cause uv all de trouble. 
Mo'n all dat, ez he come along he kin hyeah 
‘is ll sister ’mence ter cry an’ call down 
fum de shingle. 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come up?’ seem like 
she holler. An’ ’is papa turn roun’ on one 
laig. 

““Oh, wy doan’t yer.come down?’ he 
holler back. 
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““Oh, wy doan’t yer come down?’ a 
voice call, over yonder fum de well. An’ dis 
time all uv ’em join in tergedder, kine o’ 
singin’ like, lil’ boy wid de res’. 

““Oh w’y doan’'t yer come up?’ dey an- 
swer back. 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come up?’ IV’ sister 
call down fum de shingle, kine o’ sad ’n’ 
singin’ too. An’ res’ uv ’em all join in ter- 
gedder ag’in. 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come down?’ dey all 
sing back. 

““An’ so dey keep it up, a-callin’ an’ 
a-singin’, back ’n’ fofe, back ’n’ fofe, twell 
de li'l’ boy gits feelin’ stranger ’n’ stranger, 
twell praesen’ly he feel ser strange he scream 
right out loud, an’ den he turn roun’ an’ 
run back crossen de grass — an’ den he run 
away. It’s de trufe, de lil’ boy run away. 

“But dey keep on a-singin’ an’ a-callin’ 
jes’ same, an’ ain’t r’ally seem ter notice it. 

‘An’ eve’y time he think p’r’aps he’ll 
come back, seem like he kin hyeah ’em ag’in 
Jes’ plain’s ever: — 

““Oh, wy doan’t yer come up?’ 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come down ?’ 
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“Oh, wy doan’t yer come down 2’ 

“Oh, wy doan’t yer come up 2’ 

‘An’ den he allays ’cide he ain’ gwine 
back, nudder. So he live all lone by ’isself — 
where he cyan’t hyeah nuth’n’ — an’ af’ dat 
dere did n’ nobuddy nuvver see de li’l’ boy 
where made misteks ag’in.”’ 

Ezekiel looked at the tree-tops. 

“Is that all?”’ 

*“Yas’m, dat’s all.” 

He sat up slowly and regarded the building 
across the yard, where there was something 
like a noise of muffled, tramping feet. He 
glanced about with a question on his face — 
then with sudden comprehension. 

*““Dey’s comin’!”’ he broke out eagerly. 
*Doan’t yer hyeah ’em in de hall? Dey’s 
comin’ ter march up ter de Ins’tute!”’ 

He hopped up from the grass, awake to a 
forgotten joy, and the big door swung slowly 
open to a steadily oncoming, gayly marching 
multitude. 

**T’se gwine march wid ’em, too!” he 
shouted, and turned and fled swiftly across 
the grass. 

They pressed through the broad door and 
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thumped joyously down the steps, and the 
two still waiting in the shade of the tree 
watched as the yard filled faster and faster 
with the tramping company. Finally one of 
them leaned forward, her eyes fixed curiously 
on Ezekiel, as he bobbed restlessly about and 
then lost himself in the crowd. 

“This is a great event, I suppose,” she 
meditated slowly, and again her eyes fol- 
lowed Ezekiel as he emerged once more and 
glanced anxiously back at them under the 
aree. 

“T ain’ got my hat on!” he panted, as he 
came hurrying back across the grass, and 
reached out and picked up a loppy little cap. 

*Yas’m, thank yer, Miss Jane! We’s 
gwine march ter de ban’ w’en we gits up ter 
de Ins’tute!”” He wheeled round, and then, 
for no reason apparent to either of the others, 
he suddenly came to a standstill. 

“Well?” interrogated Miss Jane, as he 
stood there motionless. ‘‘What’s thematter, 
Ezekiel? Go on; they’re almost ready to 
march. Go on! You'll be late!” 

“Oh, he’ll be late yet,” agreed Miss 
Lavinia Lane, with a light laugh. 


170 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


“No, he won’t be late, either,” objected 
Miss Jane irritably. © 

“Well, just leave him to himself and see. 
If he is n’t —if he is n’t late, do you know 
what I’ll do?”’ 

But Ezekiel’s voice broke in uncompro- 
misingly. 

‘“Look!”’ he commanded. ‘‘ Looker w’at’s 
comin’! Look at ’em runnin’ ter git hye- 
ah!’ 

Across the uncultivated field behind the 


school building two small figures were com- 
ing on in unconcealed haste to join the ranks 
of marchers which bobbed so threateningly 
and alluringly before them. Over the rough, 
stubbly ground their feet were stumbling 
and slipping in agitation, as they realized 
that their time was short and their way diffi- 
cult. Ezekiel’s eyes were fixed in one final, 
comprehensive gaze upon the small unfortu- 
nates from the first grade. 

**Dey’s li’? Number Ones!” he shouted. 
‘““Dey’s gwine be late fer de — marchin’!”’ 
He gianced swiftly at the rapidly shaping 
ranks across the grass, and involuntarily 
made a movement toward them. Then he 
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stopped, his eyes turning back to the small 
figures on the stubbly field. 

“W’at made ’em ser late?” he questioned 
weakly.: 

The ranks moved forward a few steps and 
came to a standstill. Ezekiel jumped toward 
them in startled agitation, and again he 
stopped. 

“Dey’s lil’ Number Ones!” he broke out 
again, with a distressed face. “Somebody ’Il 
be *blige go’n’ help ’em!”’ 

He heard Miss Jane’s voice close beside 
him. 

“There isn’t time, Ezekiel. Don’t you 
see, they’re starting? There really isn’t 
time.” 

He turned round on her fiercely. 

“T say dey’s lvl’ Number Ones!”’ he cried 
out hoarsely. “Yer’s *blige help em! Dey’s 
lv’? Number Ones!” 

Once more the ranks moved forward, and 
Ezekiel glanced about distractedly. 

“ Doan’t yer go off widout ’em!”’ he shouted 
in a shaking voice. ““Doan’t yer see? Dey’s 
comin’ fas’ ’s dey kin! Doan’t yer see dem Wl 
Number Ones?” 
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But they did not see. Their eyes were 
fixed on the open gate before them, and 
toward it they were once more moving in a 
steady, marching tramp. Ezekiel gave them 
one hopeless look, and then he turned 
sharply and shot blindly across the grass to 
the open field, where the little slipping, 
stumbling figures, their eyes fixed feverishly 
on the slowly moving columns, still forged 
exhaustedly ahead. 

“Dey ain’t no business — ter go off an’ 
leave em!” he argued in a quivering whis- 
per. “ Dey’s comin’ — fas’ ’s dey kin!” 

On to the stubbly field he bounded, his 
eyes straining straight ahead, his voice rising 
excitedly as the goal came slowly nearer. 

“Come on! Keep a-gwine!” he panted. 
*°’Tain’ much furder — now!” 

They saw him coming, coming straight 
on like some swift-footed angel of the wilder- 
ness, and, with big, despairing tears chasing 
down their faces, they looked up and reached 
out for him with convulsed, catching. sobs. 

‘“*T ain’ much — furder now!”’ he panted 
again in breathless, gentle little gasps, as he 
swiftly turned and caught their hands in his; 
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and as they faltered on beside him over the 
rough and stony way, their sobs still catch- 
ing in their throats, their hands tightly 
grasping his, his voice still came in soothing 
little gasps of reassurance. 

“Doan’t yer—cry “bout it—’cuz I 
reckon p’r’aps—we kin git dere —yit! 
"T ain’ ser ve’y much — furder now — any- 
way!’ His eyes were fixed steadily on a 
long column of marchers on a long road. 

“Kin yer keep up — yer cou’ge — jes’ a 
Iv? longer? Cuz, ’t ain’ ser ve’y much — 
furder now!” And their answers died faintly 
on their lips, while their small feet’ came 
down more unsteadily with every step. .. . 

Only Miss Lavinia Lane was left in the big 
yard, and she stood under the tree and 
watched silently as they came on — Ezekiel 
still mumbling faint words of comfort, while 
two exhausted, drooping little Number Ones 
still stumbled on beside him, their hands 
still in his. 

*Doan’t yer cry, anyway!”’ he was whis- 
pering weakly, as the long column on the 
long road swept triumphantly away into the 
distance, and only the faint tramp of march- 
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ing feet came back to them. ‘‘Doan’t yer 
—” His breath caught in something like a. 
sob. “‘Doan’t yer — cry — anyway!” 

“No, don’t you cry,” came a strong, 
soothing voice just beside him. “ You must 
— sit down and rest now!” 

They dropped down under the big tree and 
passively looked up at Miss Lavinia Lane. 
They did not see the proudly stepping 
columns on the long road slowly come to a 
standstill, nor Miss Jane Lane standing 
there like some mysterious guard beside 
them. They did not see Miss Lavinia Lane 
turn her head with a stealthy, watchful eye 
toward her sister, but again they heard her 
voice. 

“Do you think you feel better now? Do 
you feel — more rested? Could you go on — 
and march in the procession?” 

‘They sprang in confusion to their feet. 

“Could they go, Ezekiel?’’ she repeated 
evenly. “Will it be too much? You see, 
they are all waiting for us — out there.” 

Ezekiel shot a swift glance into the long 
road, and then another one down at the 
little Number Ones. 3 
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“Does yer wanter march?” he shouted 
tremulously. 

And the tired little Number Ones looked 
up and caught the quick flush of joy on his 
dark skin; and then, with their own faces 
‘suddenly lit up with fluttering, uncontroll- 
able little smiles of surprised delight, they 
eagerly reached out for him, as they had done 
_ before on the stubbly field. 

“°T ain’ much furder now — anyway!” 
he stammered in joyous triumph; and, while 
fresh words of reassurance tumbled excitedly 
from his lips, he once more caught their 
hands in his and led them out into the long 
road. 


Afterward, at the Institute, while ‘‘ Anni- 
versary Day” danced with sun and flocking 
crowds to the music of the band, Miss 
Lavinia Lane stood silently beside her sister 
and watched the school battalion, with its 
array of marching companies, sweep on to 
the huge lawn before her and go through all 
the curious mazes of the drill. And when 
they finally drew up in two confronting lines 
which stretched away straight down to the 
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water’s edge, she discovered that there were 
more. Their marching sisters were on the 
way; they were coming on, sweeping on to 
the grass, too, sweeping along between the 
two long, blue-coated, confronting lines, 
toward the silenced, watching crowds and 
the broad white road, then turning and still 
winding on. in an ever-lengthening, ever- 
oncoming, tramping procession. And the 
watching crowds were following it all very 
closely with their eyes, but their faces were 
alert, expectant, ready for anything. Sud- 
denly they broke out into wide smiles of 
delight. They all knew about the little 
scholars down at the Whittier School. The 
little scholars were coming, too! It was 
their turn now, the turn which came but once 
a year to march in the long procession to the 
music of the band. 

On to the grass they stepped, last of all 
in the great ‘Anniversary Day” parade, 
glancing up with flickering smiles of awed 
delight at the blue-coated figures, and then 
moving ahead, too, straight down between 
the lines, just as the others had done before, 
their small, high-stepping feet coming down 
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very cautiously but very evenly to the 
music of the band. 

And the delighted onlookers watched them 
coming on, nearer and nearer, turning at last 
into the broad white road, in careful imita- 
tion of their predecessors — and yet still 
coming on, with their small, cautious steps 
and awe-struck smiles, more and more of 
them — until finally, last of all, stepping 
perhaps a little faintly, but bravely keeping 
time, too, — last of all in the long procession 
came Ezekiel, with the two little Number 
Ones still trudging along beside him, their 
hands still in his. . . . 

Miss Lavinia Lane was moving away from 
the big lawn again beside her sister Jane. 
People still flocked around them, but they 
seemed not to notice them particularly. 
They hardly seemed to notice each other. 
But when they stepped out on to the 
road which they had traveled before that 
morning, Miss Lavinia drew a still, deep 
breath. 

“Well, they got there, did n’t they!” she 
declared briefly. 

“Yes,” agreed Miss Jane softly. 
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“T thought they would n’t. I thought — ' 


he would n’t.”’ 

‘Ezekiel? I know you thought so. At one 
time — I thought so myself. I’m glad you 
lent a helping hand just then.” 

“Helping hand?” repeated the other 
vaguely. ‘“‘Helping hand? Yes.” 

“You wanted him to get there, after all, 
did n’t you?” questioned Miss Jane cau- 
tiously. But Miss Lavinia did not hear. 

“Helping hand?” she was whispering 
again. What was it about that — and —a 
race of children? She tried to recall exactly, 
but Ezekiel’s voice seemed to be suddenly 
sounding in her ears, and Ezekiel’s face 
seemed to be burning hauntingly up at her, 
filled with a passionate reproach. 

“T say dey’s Wl Number Ones!” came his 
hoarse, despairing little shout again. “ Yer’s 
blige help ’em! Dey’s Wl Number Ones!” 

She could hear it again very plainly, and 
very clearly she could see him coming on 
again —helping the faltering little figures 
over the rough and stony way that stretched 
out so hopelessly before them, encouraging 
them with soft, gasping whispers, as they 
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slipped and stumbled by his side — and then, 
with their hands still held in his, still leading 
them on down the long, hard road, where 
the tramping procession had swept proudly 
ahead, and the better marchers had gone on 
before. 


IX 
THE COLOR LINE 
BANK of flowers waved and beckoned, 


and a row of children peeped over a 
low hedge and regarded it with sad eyes. 
“Cert’nly would like ter git some o’? dem 
flowers fer Miss No’th,” meditated Ezekiel. 
“Certnly would, too!” agreed Archelus. 
Archelus hovered near at Ezekiel’s left. 
‘“Cert’nly would, too!” came a generally 
sad murmur; and little Adéle, who stood 
down at the end of the row and gazed, too, 
at the waving bank, echoed the general senti- 
ment once more in a small voice which caught 
in her throat with eagerness. Adéle’s skin 
was very fair, and the soft kink in her hair 
was her only mark of identification as a 
“Whittier child.”” She looked like a flower 
herself now, as she stood there in her short, 
white clothes, her skirts falling briefly to her 
knees, her gray-blue eyes still gazing wist- 
fully. But it was the last day of school. Why 
should n’t she have on all her best clothes? 
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Why should n’t Nanny, who stood beside 
her, be wearing a beautiful, stiff, pink apron? 
Why should n’t Archelus, with his shining, 
black skin, have put on a shining, white 
collar, and Thomas his squeaking, new shoes, 
and Robbie his faded but clean cotton suit? 
Why should n’t Ezekiel, in want of some- 
thing more complete, have tied a brave bow 
of blue in the top button-hole of his coat? 
It was the last day of school, certainly, and 
though exhibitions and anniversaries and 
show days had all passed, it was still some- 
thing which seemed to call for an extra touch 
or two in the matter of toilet. 

“Does yer reckon Mr. Rankin’ll mine ef 
we jes’ picks a lil’ teeny bunch?” meditated 
Archelus. 

Ezekiel was an old friend and helper of 
Mr. Rankin, and they all looked at him 
respectfully. 

“I dunno,” he returned doubtfully; “‘co’se 
dey ’longs ter Mr. Rankin, an’ yit co’se I 
spose I kin ax ’im kin we pick a li’l’ bunch, 
too.” 

This idea was received so favorably that 
Ezekiel became gradually convinced of its 
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worth, and finally made his way up a wind- 
ing walk until he disappeared behind the 
house. 

“Cert’nly is pretty,’ repeated Archelus 
softly, moving toward the beckoning bank. 

They all moved on, murmuring wistfully 
of possible surprises for Miss North, bending 
in a gentle fascination over the bright, wav- 
ing colors, their eyes occasionally wandering 
away down the winding walk as they waited 
for Ezekiel. 

Just how long they had knelt there they 
never quite knew. They had almost for- 
gotten about Ezekiel, they had entirely for- 
gotten about Mr. Rankin. Gay, nodding 
things bloomed in their hands, three small, 
white violets, found deep in the heavy grass, 
looked timidly out from Adéle’s protecting 
grasp; gayly the brave colors flashed, when 
something darted swiftly from behind the 
house into the path. 

*“No! No!” came Ezekiel’s voice, and 
Ezekiel, himself, came darting swiftly on. 

““No! No! Mr. Rankin say yer cyan’t! 
Mr. R— Rankin say yer cyan’ pick nary one! 
He’s a-savin’ ’°em — an’ he’s comin’ now! 
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Oh, w’at is yer been a-doin’? I tell yer Mr. 
Rankin’s comin’ now!” 

Confusedly they sprang to their feet, 
flowers dropping on the grass; breathlessly 
they sprang into the road with only one idea 
in their heads. Escape! Down the road they 
plunged, gasping, choking, never once look- 
ing back. Where was Ezekiel? Where was 
Miss North? With a terrified sob, Adéle 
stumbled and fell, but they pulled her up 
and dragged her on. 

“Oh, yer mus’ run fas’er, Adéle!”” gasped 
Archelus. ‘‘He’s gwine ketch us sho’!”’ 

She turned her head in a desperation of 
terror, blindly clinging to Archelus, blindly 
stumbling on. 

At the Whittier door stood Miss North 
while a line of children marched up the 
steps. She saw them coming and waited 
until they were on the Whittier steps, too, 
staggering up exhaustedly, and panting out 
brief explanations to her as they followed her 
into the schoolroom. As they dropped into 
their seats, Ezekiel appeared in the doorway. 
He looked, with unhappy irresolution, at 
Miss North. 
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“Mr. Rankin tole me I mus’ tell yer de 
chil’ren’s been a — been a-stealin’ flowers,” 
he began feebly, ‘“‘an’ he’s a-comin’ yere — 
ter see *bout it.” 

Miss North looked at the wilted children; 
at a few wilted flowers, still grasped uncon- 
sciously;-at Adéle, sobbing bitter tears into 
a wilted, dust-stained, white dress, and at 
Ezekiel looking on in troubled silence. 

“Say he’s comin’ roun’ af’ school ter see 
‘bout it,” murmured Ezekiel mechanically. 

“Yes, sit down, Ezekiel. We won’t talk 
about it now. Not until after school. You 
can stay after school and tell me about it 
then.” 

“Mr. Rankin say he’s comin’ af’ school, 
too.” 

“Yes, I understand. We will go on with 
the work now.” , 

_ With an unhappy realization of a sad hour 
of reckoning coming nearer, nearer, the small 
culprits drooped through the afternoon. It 
seemed forever long, and yet it seemed, too, 
as if it had just begun when Miss North’s 
bell struck and the other children were all 
standing around them, and then passing out 
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and leaving them still sitting there — still 
waiting for the hour of reckoning. 

“Well, Archelus,” began Miss North, 
when the door had finally closed, “I am 
ready to hear about it now. Supposing you 
begin and tell me how it happened.” 

Archelus gazed at her imploringly and 
murmured something faintly. 

“TI can’t hear, Archelus. Can’t you tell 
me a little louder?” 

“Yas’m,” murmured Archelus again, 
faintly. “’Zek’le went an’ ax de gen’leman 
kin we pick ’em, an’ den he ain’ nuvver come 
back — twell we seem ter — twell we 2s pick 
°em.” 

“So you did n’t wait for Ezekiel to come 
back? You did n’t wait to get permission to 
pick them?” 

They meditated in painful silence. » 

‘°Zek le wuz gone — ser long!”’ 

“TI know it; but that was n’t any excuse 
for picking another person’s flowers, was 
Tora 

“Look like he mus’ ’a’ forgotten — *bout 
comin’ back ’t all.” 

Miss North looked at Ezekiel, who was 


186 EZEKIEL EXPANDS 


waiting silently for his own part in the con- 
versation. 

“Why were you so long, Ezekiel?” 

“Well—yer see, Miss No’th,” he began 
hopefully, “yer see I start roun’ de house 
ter ax Mr. Rankin kin we pick ’em, an’ — 
an’ he’s waterin’ de grass in de back yard. 
But soon’s he seen me he say: ‘ Heyo, is dat 
you, ‘Zek’le?’ he say; ‘is yer come ter wuk ?” 

‘An’ I tell ’im, ‘No, suh, I ain’ come ter 
wuk.’ 

‘““Ya’as, yer is, too!’ he say, bus’in’ right 
in like dat. ‘Jes’ tek a-hole o’ dis yere hose. 
Ya’as, yer is, too!’ 

‘Well, co’se I ain’ wanter ’mence quar’lin’ 
fus’ thing wid Mr. Rankin ’bout w’at I come 
fer, so I tukken de hose. An’ yit co’se I’se 
thinkin’ *bout de chil’ren out yonder by de 
flowers, an’ praesen’ly I speak ’bout ’em, 
too. Say: ‘Does yer mine ef de chil’ren picks 
a li'l bunch o’ flowers down by de road, Mr. 
Rankin?’ 

“T ax “im jes’ dat-a-way, Miss No’th, an’ 
he holler at me ser loud ain’ liken it ve’y 
much, nudder. 

“*W’at!’? he say, ‘pick de choices’ 
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flowers in de gyarden!’ he say; ‘well, yer Jes’ 
wait an’ see w’at ’appens to ’em ef dey does!’ 
he say.” 

He paused, and there seemed to be an 
awiul stillness everywhere, broken only by 
a convulsed sob from out of a wilted, dust- 
stained white sleeve. But Ezekiel was sur- 
rounded by another scene. His voice broke 
warmly in on the stillness. 

“It’s de ve’y words he say, Miss No’th, 
an’ I’se ser frighten’ I jes’ drap de hose-pipe 
an’ *mence ter run. Look like Mr. Rankin 
ain’ gwine lemme go, nudder, cuz he start 
comin’ right ‘long, too. An’ time I gotten 
dere an’ ’mence ter tell ’em *bout it, wy, 
dey’s all a-racin’ down de road, an’ Mr. 
Rankin’s a-comin’ puffin’ ‘long, too, a-talkin’ 
‘bout it’s time ter sen’ fer de p’lice, an’ 
hollerin’ at me ter go ‘long ter school an’ 
tell de teacher he’s comin’ ’isself af’ school 
ter see “bout it.” 

Ezekiel dropped into his seat again and 
gazed unhappily at the frightened faces 
around him. Then he gazed back at Miss 
North, and the stillness seemed to deepen. 

‘“We’s — pickin’ ’em fer you, Miss 
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No’th!” finally came a faint, wet voice. 
“We — we’s thinkin’ bout how much yer’d 
like jes’ a — lil’ bunch.” 

‘““An’ we kep’ a-thinkin’ ser much ’bout 
it — we seem ter fergit — ’bout ’Zek’le!”’ 

“An’ it’s sech pretty lil’ yaller ones 
a-growin’ right dere on de aidge — where 
we knowed yer’d like ser much!” 

‘Cuz did n’ nobuddy bring yer nary one 
dis mawnin’!”’ 

‘An’ it’s de I—las’ day, an’ we’s thinkin’ 
‘t would be ser nice — ter have yer desk — 
all t—trim wid ’em!”’ 

‘An’ — an’ it’s free lil’ w’ite v—vi'lets 
—a-growin’ too, an’ I—]I—I’se —”’ it 
lost itself in a hopeless sob. 

Miss North looked at them with dry eyes 
and wished she could get away from her 
willful, weeping heart. Why should her last 
day with them be like this? There was a step 
in the hall outside and a frightened whisper 
came up from one of the desks in front. Then 
Mr. Jonas Rankin walked into the room, 
and there was only a very ghastly stillness 
from all the desks in front. Miss North held 
out her hand. 
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“T can’t stop,” began Mr. Rankin briskly; 
“I’ve come on a little matter of business, 
Miss North. The amount of it is, your 
children have been a great source of annoy- 
ance to me to-day. You see, when they come 
into my garden and make off with my flowers, 
why — why, it’s going just a little too far.” 

“Yes. They have just been telling me 
about it.. I am very sorry it should have 
happened. But I’m sure they feel badly 
enough about it; I’m sure it won’t happen 
again.” 

Mr. Rankin grunted and seemed quite 
oblivious of the small company in front of 
him. 

“My dear Miss North,” he began, with 
sudden seriousness, “I have asked you this 
before, but once more I ask why you are 
wasting the best part of your life down here 
teaching darkies? Don’t you know that 
it’s the most unappreciated piece of work 
that you could possibly put in? Go back to 
New England, young woman. I belonged 
there once myself. But I’ve lived down here 
long enough to conclude that your sort of 
work doesn’t pay. I’ve been here long 
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enough to conclude that the only thing to do 
down here is to draw the Color Line and keep 
it drawn.” 

Miss North’s eyes moved absently. 

“It’s the only solution,” he went on irrit- 
ably, “and yet it’s a difficult thing to do, 
too. Because they’re always ready to break 
through. Little and big, it’s the same thing. 
Here’s a good illustration right here now. 
These children here — they’re just as glad 
of a chance to break through as the big ones. 
And they’re not half punished for it, that’s 
the root of the trouble. They’re not made 
to understand in the beginning. The Color 
Line’s a shiftless affair at the very start, 
with the children, and then, of course, 
there’s more and more trouble as time goes 
one 

Her eyes still moved absently. 

“The Color Line? Yes? You were speak- 
ing of the Color Line?” She was looking 
down. What did she see? 

Mr. Rankin’s gaze traveled blankly to her 
face, to her eyes, which seemed to have 
caught a curious, hovering light. 

“The Color Line? Do you know what you 
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said? Did you — did you ever see the Color 
Line?” 

Mr. Rankin looked at her again, not just 
comprehending. 

“I understand what you mean — about 
punishing them —” her voice sounded like 
a slow echo, charged with some perilous, 
prophetic meaning. “I understand — and 
I will punish them all. But I want you to see 
the Color Line, too.” 

He was still looking at her blankly and she 
was still looking down. 

‘‘Archelus, come here, please.” 

Archelus tried vainly to rise from his seat, 
his black, black face staring hopelessly with 
terror. 

‘“Come,” — there was no softened quality 
in her voice, — “I want you to stand there, 
Archelus — there in front of the desk.” 

He moved to the spot before him, his lips 
opening dryly. But she did not wait. 

‘Thomas, come here, please.” 

Beads of perspiration stood out on 
Thomas’s forehead as he came forward, his 
small hand twitching convulsively around a 
few dying flowers, which he had clutched 
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unconsciously from his desk. He took his 
place next to Archelus and glanced despair- 
ingly into the black, black face. 

Thomas was dark brown. 

‘Nanny, come forward, please.” 

Nanny raised her head and gazed in a 
quivering appeal at Miss North, while wild 
tears rolled down her cheeks and splashed 
on the new pink apron. 

**Nanny next,’ came Miss North’s voice 
evenly. “Come, Nanny.” 

The terrified little face dropped into the 
new, pink sleeve with a choking sob and she 
stumbled to her place next to Thomas. 

“Try — not to, N—Nanny.” And the 
small face gazed up at her in the same 
appeal. 

Nanny was light brown. 

*“Robbie. Come forward, Robbie.”’ 

Robbie’s head was buried deep, and his 
damp, brown curls seemed to beckon softly. 

‘**“Come, Robbie,” and still the brown curls 
seemed to beckon softly. But he rose 
bravely from his seat and walked on to Miss 
North, his hand reaching out to her for 
protection. 
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*“No, Robbie —in the row.” She was 
looking fixedly ahead. 

He looked up at her in a bewildered, help- 
less reproach, and took his place next to 
Nanny. 

Robbie was yellow. 

There was still one more — but there was 
a pause. Had Miss North forgotten? 

**Now, come — Adéle.”’ And there was a 
sudden, sharp little cry of terror. 

“No — no — doan’t yer let ’im git me, 
Miss No’th! I only jes’ tukken — free li’!’ 
v—vilets! Doan’t yer let ’im! I —I only 
jes’ tukken free — an’ I—I— ain’ gwine 
tek no mo’!”’ 

Miss North looked dully at Mr. Rankin 
and went down the aisle. 

“Come — there, there!”’ Her voice broke, 
and she leaned over the low desk. “‘ There — 
try not to cry’ —she wiped away hot, drop- 
ping tears — ‘“‘sh-sh—try not to. No—no 
one will hurt you. Just come with me! That’s 
a good little girl. Yes—just come with me.” 

The drooping little figure clung to her and 
followed her out and took its place on the 
end of the row. 
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Adéle was pure white. 

Miss North looked at Mr. Rankin, and 
Mr. Rankin looked blankly at the row of 
faces before him, — looked at them all, 
from the black, black one at one end to 
the pure white one at the other end, and 
then he looked unresponsively at Miss 
North. 

“Well,” he questioned, “‘now you have 
‘em all up here, what are you going to do? 
They seem to have had a pretty good scare 
already.” 

“T am — going to send them — home,” 
she returned with slow, dreary finality. 
“They have been frightened all they are 
going to be.” 

“Well, well, I guess you’re right, too,’ he 
agreed amiably. “They won’t forget this, 
Ill warrant you.” 

“IT shan’t forget either —” her voice was 
very low. Did Mr. Rankin hear her? ‘This 
line is what I shall always think of when I 
hear men talk about the Color Line.” She 
looked once more at the row of upturned 
faces. “You may — you may all go now, 
children.” 
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They gazed up at her, not quite compre- 
hending. 

“Yes, you may go now.” They were still 
waiting. “You know you won’t come back 
again until next year? Some of you won’t 
come back to this room at all. But you will 
—be good children, won’t you, wherever 
you go? You have always been such very 
good children — for me.” She stopped and 
the last words dropped away indistinctly. 
“The best children I have ever — known 
anything about. Good-bye.” 

They were still gazing up at her, troubled 
and wondering, but they turned, the line 
turned, the crushed, drooping, wilted little 
Color Line — slowly turned and_ slowly 
moved away to the door. 

“Bye, Miss No’th!” their whispers came 
back to her faintly, the door slowly opened 
and closed again — and they were all gone. 

She looked down at a few broken, dying 
flowers on the floor; then her eyes rose to | 
Mr. Rankin and she held out her hand. 

Oh, yes!” He started, clearing his throat. 
“Good-bye, Miss North, I — I’m sorry to 
have kept you; good-bye.” And with a 
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rapid turn and a brisk hand-shake, Mr. 
Rankin strode across the room and was 
gone, too. 

She sat down at her desk and her hands 
rose passively to her face, covering her eyes. 
But it was there — just the same — the row 
of quivering, upturned faces, from white to 
black and black to white. Whose Color Line 
was that? Oh, did n’t it make men laugh — 
did n’t it make them weep — weep — 

Something rolled slowly down between her 
fingers and dropped on the desk. 

“Oh, Father above,” she murmured, 
“is n’t it almost time to begin talking about 
things as they are? Have n’t we talked long 
enough about Color Lines and about Black 
Belts? Is n’t it almost time to begin talking 
about things as they are?” 

Tremulously a small figure, unnoticed and 
forgotten in one of the seats down below, 
stole up to her, and something softly touched 
her elbow and her hands came down from 
her face. 

“Why, Ezekiel! Still here 2?” She tried to 
smile at him and brushed blindly at her eyes. 
He looked up penitent and miserable. 
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‘“Doan’t yer cry ’bout it — Miss No’th!” 
he began unhappily; “dey would n’ nuvver 
‘a’ picked *em—ef dey knowed ’t wuz 
gwine mek — ser much trubble! But it’s 
de 1—las’ day an’ dey only jes’ wanted — 
ter s’prise yer!” 

She felt her arms slipping lightly, wearily 
down. 

‘No — no — Ezekiel, I was thinking 
about something else. There! No, it was n’t 
about the flowers. I was thinking about 
something else.”’ 

“De chil’ren did n’t r’ally mean — ter be 
ser bad!” 

“No — they wanted to surprise me. And, 
Ezekiel, I want you to go after the children 
—and tell them I thank them very much 
—for trying so hard to bring flowers to 
me.” 

Ezekiel gazed wonderingly from the dying 
flowers on the floor to three flattened little 
violets on an empty desk. 

“Yas ’m,”’ he whispered faintly. 

“Tell them —TI shall always remember 
how hard they tried?” 

“Yas’m,”’ came the whisper again. 
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‘* Good-bye.” 

**’Bye, Miss No’th.” 

The final echo came back faintly, the 
door opened and closed again, and Ezekiel, 
too, was gone. 


X 


EZEKIEL REFUSES 


AP DISTANT white boat emerged dimly 
out of the Chesapeake, and Miss Jane 
Lane glanced alternately from Miss North 
on one side of her to Ezekiel on the other. 
Miss Jane was going back to New England 
for the summer. That was not all. Ezekiel, 
Miss Jane’s faithful ally and helper, was 
going with Miss Jane to New England for 
the summer also. 

As Miss North looked down at the spick 
and span new suit of clothes, at the stiff 
little white collar which sawed uncompro- 
misingly but grandly at the small, brownears, 
and at the crisp and immaculate blue silk 
tie which stood out in a bow just under the 
dark chin, she smiled in general approval. 

“You certainly do look wonderful, 
Ezekiel,’ she commented. 

“He’s going to be a great help to me this 
summer,’ murmured Miss Jane compla- 
cently. 
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“Of course he is!’’ agreed Miss North 
with real enthusiasm. ‘‘Here comes the 
boat. Take the bag, Ezekiel. And — do 
you think you can write to me occasionally 
and tell me about it?” 


‘“Yas’m —” assured Ezekiel, as the boat 
scraped up against the school wharf. 
‘“Yas’m —” he was repeating confusedly, 


as he looked down from the deck at the 
familiar face below. As it grew dimmer, his 
eyes still rested on it, and then turned slowly 
to Miss Jane, standing straight and firm 
beside him. 

“Now, we have over an hour, you know, 
before we get to Norfolk,” she explained, 
seating herself in businesslike fashion. ‘‘ But 
you won't mind this little trip through the 
Roads. Look, see how blue the water is!” 

Ezekiel regarded it all very passively, and 
Miss Jane looked at him as he wandered 
away to a remote corner of the boat — and 
then her eyes turned to the departing shore. 

When he came back, Miss Jane still scru- 
tinized the departing shore. 

“Come, you’d better sit down,’ she 
advised. ‘“‘Sit down, Ezekiel, and tell me a 
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story. We’re getting well on our way to 
Norfolk.” 

Ezekiel glanced away at the gently fading 
coast. 

“T kin tell yer ll teeny bit uv a short 
one,” he announced softly. 

All right, go on,’ commanded Miss Jane. 
He looked at her almost startled. 

“Once *t wuz a lil’ boy,” he began 
quickly, “‘an’ he live all ’lone — an’ — an’ 
‘Is name’s "Manuel. Co’se he ain’ r’ally live 
all ‘lone, but way uv it is, ef anybuddy try 
ter keep *Im comp’ny, w’y, sump’n’ ’s sho’ 
ter happen to ’em, too. So he ’cide he’s 
gwine off where cyan’ nobuddy keep ’im 
comp’ny ef dey tries — an’ ’t ain’ mek no 
diffunce ’ow hard dey tries —cuz he’s 
gwine where dey cyan’ fine ’im. 

“So one day he start erlong — an’ nex’ 
he know he come to a kine uv a lonesome 
islan’, where set off by itself like, erway out 
in de water — sump’n’ like dat-er-one out 
yonder where yer kin jes’ see now. 

‘An’ w’en he come ter de islan’ he stop 
an’ walk roun’ on it, un’er de trees, an’ he 
seen ‘t ain’ nobuddy dere but ’isself. Co’se 
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it seem r’al quiet to ’im, an’ yit he’s glad 
‘tain’ nobuddy dere, cuz sump’n’ ’s sho’ ter 
happen to ’em ef dey is. So he start right 
off ter git ’im ‘is dinner. Trouble wuz it 
seem ser quiet w’en he se’ down ter eat ’is 
dinner, w’y, it’s ser quiet he mos’ wish he 
ain’ come. But he ain’ say nuth’n’ ’bout it 
— he eaten ’is dinner, an’ den Manuel walk 
out un’er de trees ag’in an’ think. 

““Reckon I’ll go a-fishin’,’ he say. ‘Look 
like I’se *blige do sump’n’ fer comp’ny.’ 

‘So he mek ’im a li’l’ fish-pole, an’ he se’ 
down on de aidge o’ de water an’ pitch de 
line out fur’s he kin. An’ he set dere twell 
he feel a li'l’ nibble, an’ den he feel a Wi’? 
bite, an’ w’en he pull in de lil’ bite — wy, 
wat yer s’pose? It’s a lil’ fish dere on de 
line. 

“Ts yer ve’y lonesome?’ she say, a-lookin’ 
up at “Manuel, ez she speak. 

“De Wl boy ain’ mek no ’sponse. He 
ain’ dare. Cuz he know, fer sho’, sump’n’ ’s 
gwine happen to ’er ef she stay. So he jes’ 
look at ’er an’ smile once — an’ den he tek- 
ken an’ fling ’er way out crossen de water — 
an’ she drap down wid a splash. 
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“De ll boy look roun’ den, an’ de trees 
given a li’l’ rustle, — an’ dat’s all de soun’ 
‘tis. An’ he’s ’fraid p’r’aps he’s gwine cry. 
But he ain’; he jes’ live dere all day an’ all 
night twell de nex’ mawnin’, an’ den he walk 
roun’ un’er de trees an’ think. 

“Well, look like I’se ’blige do sump’n’ 
fer comp’ny,’ he say; an’ he se’ down on de 
aidge o’ de water wid ’is fish-pole, an’ he 
fling de line out fur’s he kin. Well, he feel de 
ll’ nibble an’ de li’l’ bite, an’ co’se, nex’ he 
know, he pull in de li’l’ fish ’g’in. 

‘““Is yer ve’y lonesome?’ she say, jes’ 
soon’s she seen ’’im. An’ ’Manuel look at ’er. 

*** Kine o’ lonesome,’ he answer ’er; ‘ but ef 
yer stay, sump’n’ ’s gwine happen ter yer.’ 

**Qh, I guess I’ll resk it,’ fish answer; an’ 
fer minit Manuel’s ’fraid he’s gwine give in 
an’ keep ’er. But he kine o’ shet ’is eyes, an’ 
he tekken an’ fling ’er ’way out crossen de 
water same’s befo’. An’ w’en he hyeah ’er 
drap down wid a splash, he’s ’blige stan’ 
right up. Cuz ’tain’ nary a rustle fum de 
trees — an’ all he hyeah is jes’ a li’l’ teeny 
ripple uv de water on de san’. 

“But he stay dere twell evenin’, an’ den 
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he se’ down on de aidge o’ de water wid ’is 
han’s bu’y ’way down in ’is pockets. An’ 
ez he watch de moon come a-risin’ up r’al 
slow in de sky, he hyeah de water wash up 
at “is feet. An’ ez de lil boy look down, 
he kine o’ trem’le. Cuz dere’s de li’l’ fish 
a-layin’ dere on de san’. He kin see ’er r’al 
plain, cuz de moonlight drap righ’ down on 
‘er an’ mek ’er glisten. 

“Is yer lonesome?’ she say; ‘cuz I’se 
gwine stay ef yer is or not,’ she say. An’ she 
stan’ right up on ’er tail, an’ den she hop off 
todes de trees. De lil’ boy turn ’is haid. 

“Look like she gotten ’er mine fix on it,’ 
he say; an’ he gotten up slow an’ foller ’er — 
an’ dey stan’ dere un’er de trees a-lookin’ 
at each udder. An’ de fish she glisten r’al 
bright in de moonlight. 

‘**°T ain’ no use a-pitchin’ me back,’ she 
say, ‘cuz I’se gwine stay, anyway.’ 

‘‘’Manuel seen she feel strong ’bout it den 
— an’ he ain’ mek no ’sponse ’t all. He ain’ 
speak twell nex’ mawnin’, an’ den he answer 
er. 

““’T ain’ nobuddy gwine pitch yer back,’ 
he say. 
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“An” ’fo’ noon dey start in ter buil’ ’em a 
house. Dey buil’ it on de san’ nare de water, 
an’ it’s night ’fo’ it’s finish. An’ dey bofe uv 
‘em sleep dere in de house de fus’ night. 

‘So dey live dere on de islan’, “Manuel an’ 
de li’l’ fish, —an’ dey watchde sun git up inde 
mawnin’, an’ play roun’ tergedder all de day, 
an’ se’ down on de sho’ an’ watch de stars 
an’ de moon git up in de evenin’ — an’ dey 
ain’ needer one uv ’em nuvver git cross or 
speak rough — twell dey be’n dere mos’ a 
month. 

‘But one night de li’l’ boy wek up, an’ he 
putten ‘is haid outen de winder, an’ it’s ser 
dark he cyan’ see nuth’n’, but he feel de 
rain blow up ’g’inst ’is face an’ he hyeah 
de water wash up eroun’ de house. So he 
wekken up de li’l’ fish where’s sleepin’ off 
yonder in de cohner. She allays sleep 
a-stan’in’ up on de en’ uv ’er tail, an’ cyan’ 
nobuddy mek ’er lie down. She say she like 
it better wid ’er haid raise, but sometime 
look like she doan’ res’ ve’y good, nudder. 
Anyhow, she sleep r’al light, an’ ’t ain’ 
nuth’n’ ’t all ter rouse ’er. So de li’l’ boy 
speak. 
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***Fm’line,’ he say (de lil’ boy name ’er 
Em/’line fus’ time he ever seen ’er), “Em’line, 
look ter me like it’s trouble comin’,’ he say; 
an’ ez he speak, he putten ’is haid outen de 
winder ’g’in. 

‘‘An’ Em’line she given a lil’ stretch an’ 
rouse right up. 

“““W’y, w’at’s de trouble?’ she say, r’al 
quick. An’ she hop ’cross de flo’ on ’er tail 
an’ look out de do’. 

“Wy, sho’ ’nough,’ she say, ‘de house’s 
a-sinkin’. Pshaw, I s’pose we buil’ it too 
nare de sho’,’ she say. ‘Anyhow, de house’s 
a-sinkin’.’ 

“A tur’ble gus’ o’ rain come in de winder 
den, an’ de li'l’ boy *mence ter cry. 

***'T’ ain’ gwine do yer no good ter do like 
dat,’ fish say; an’ de water flow right in 
eroun’ ’er ez she speak. Well, fus’ thing de 
li'l’ fish done, w’y, she come down fum ’er 
tail. An’ nex’ thing she tekken a kine uv a 
deep bref, an’ den she swim off r’al strong 
an’ look out de do’ ’g’in. 

“““T ook like de water’s a-risin’,’ she say; 
an’ she tekken a long stroke an’ anudder 
kine o’ deep bref, an’ den she look up at de 
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li'l’ boy where’s a-climbin’ up de bed-pos’ 
ter save ‘isself. 

*'T ain’ gwine do yer no good,’ she holler 
up; ‘de water’s risin’.’ 

“Well, where zs I gwine, den?’ li’l’ boy 
holler back. An’ he look down fum de bed- 
pos’ an’ shiver. 

“I doan’ know,’ fish answer; an’ she 
tekken anudder long stroke an’ flap ’er tail a 
ll’ jes’ ter hyeah de water splashin’ roun’ 
er, an’ den she look up at de li’l’ boy where’s 
a-climbin’ up de chimley. 

“Look like it’s yer las’ chance!’ she 
holler up, ‘cuz de water’s risin’!’ 

“ An’ de ll’ boy look down fum atop o’ de 
chimley, an’ he shiver wuss ’n befo’. 

“*Where’s I gwine nex’?’ he holler down. 
An’ de fish she given a kine uv a leap an’ a 
spring, jes’ ter feel de water tum’le down on 
er r’al good — ‘I doan’ know!’ she answer. 
‘Hole on long’s yer kin!’ 

“So ’Manuel he set dere on de chimley an’ 
watch de waters risin’ roun’ ’im, an’ de 
lil fish she swim roun’ dere, down below, 
wid r’al strong strokes, an’ eve’y now an’ 
den, she call up to ’im ter give ’im cou ge. 
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So he hole on all night, an’ look off fru de 
sto’m—an’ he ain’ seem ter tekken no hope 
*t all. Not twell mawnin’. An’ den de li’l’ 
fish look up — an’ he seen ’er blink ’er eye 
ez she speak. 

*“*De sun’s a-risin’,’ she say — ‘an’ de 
water’s sinkin’.’ 

“De li'l boy kine o’ shif’ ’isself roun’ on de 
chimley an’ ’t ain’ nuth’n’ but water eve’y- 
where, ez fur’s he kin see. But de fish she’s 
right *bout it, too. It’s a-sinkin’. 

“Well, “Manuel he tekken a kine 0’ deep 
bref *isself — an’ den he climb down on de 
bed-pos’. 

***Heyo, fish!’ he say. 

‘* De fish she look up an’ den de water flow 
out de do’ — an’ de li'l’ boy step down on de 
flo’. 

*** Heyo, fish!’ he say ’g’in; an’ de fish she 
lie down at ’is feet like she feel confuze fer 
minit — an’ den she stan’ right up on ’er 
tail an’ look eroun’ ’er. 

“““How’syerfeelin’?’ she answer, ve’y p lite. 

***Pretty good,’ "Manuel say; ‘but I ain’ 
rally ‘custom’ ter settin’ on de chimley all 
night,’ he say. | 
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“De fish she ain’ mek no sponse. She hop 
off outen de do’ on ’er tail. An’ w’en Manuel 
look out, she’s a-hoppin’ roun’ un’er de trees 
wid ’er haid droop fo’d jes’ a li’? — like 
praps she’s thinkin’ to ’erself. 

‘An’ af? dat de li’l’ fish she ain’ nuvver 
seem ter ack Jes’ same ag’in. Cuz ’t ain’ no 
spring in ’er w’en she hop roun’ on ’er tail, 
an’ ef she think ’t ain’ nobuddy lookin’, w’y, 
‘er haid’s mos’ sho’ ter droop fo’d a li’ 
like she’s studyin’ ’bout sump’n’. 

“De ll boy notice it, too, an’ one day he 
speak *bout it. 

‘“*Ain’t yer feel ve’y good, Em’line?’ he 
say. 

“Pretty good, I reckon,’ she answer — 
an’ she hop off todes de water an’ look off. 

““T reckon it git kine 0’ wea’ysome allays 
hoppin’ eroun’ on de en’ o’ yer tail; ain’t it?’ 
he ax. 

“Kine 0” wea’ysome,’ she say, a-lookin’ 
off at de water same’s befo’. An’ she stay 
dere jes’ like dat all day — jes’ a-lookin’ off. 
An’ w’en night come she hop back into de 
house r’al slow, an’ she try ter git some sleep 
a-stan’in’ in de cohner on de flo. But 
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she ain’ res’ ve’y good, an’ nex’ mawnin’,’fo’ . 
it’s rally light, she’s back dere on de sho’. 
De ll boy he foun’ ’er jes’ ez de sun’s 
a-risin’ — he foun’ ’er a-stan’in’ dere — an’ 
lookin’ off. 

“Look like yer’s broodin’ — ain’t yer?’ 
he ax, wid ’is voice awful small. 

‘De ll fish ain’ mek no ’sponse. 

‘“*Ts’pose yer ain’ r’ally custom’ ter keep- 
in’ on yer tail ser long — anyway —is yer?’ 

“*T spose —I ain’ —r’ally ’custom’,’ 
ll fish answer ser small yer cyan’ sca’cely 
hyeah ’er. 

“De lvl boy he tekken ’er up in ’is han’, 
an’ he feel ’er trem’le. 

“Good-bye, fish,’ he say. An’ he swing 
‘Is arm roun’ slow, an’ fling ’er high up in de 
air. An’ den he watch ’er drap down — 
down — ’way deep down in de water. He 
ain’ say nuth’n’ mo’, but de sun look out fum 
de sky —an’ de water git ser bright an’ 
clare he kin see de li'l’ fish a kine o’ stretchin’ 
’erself out an’ brevin’ long an’ deep jes’ 
where she drap. An’ same time he kin 
hyeah ’er voice a-comin’ right up to ’im fru 
de water, too. 
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“Seem like I’se a lil’ mo’ ’custom’ 
to it, anyway!’ she say wid a li’l’ ketch 
like in ’er bref. An’ den she swim off wid 
er tail a-stickin’ right out straight behine 
"er. 

“So *“Manuel look eroun’ ’im — an’ de 
trees rustle, an’ de water ripple — an’ he 
walk back ’cross de san’ erlone. 

“An? af’ dat ’t ain’ mek no diffunce ef he 
feel lonesome, or ef de ‘days is long, or ef 
de nights look big. ’T ain’ mek no diffunce. 
He ain’ nuvver speak ’bout it ’g’in. Cuz he 
allays “member de trubble it mek fer de li’l’ 
fish, w’en she’s so’y fer ’im — an’ try ter 
keep *im comp’ny.”’ 

The boat lurched and Miss Jane sat up 
very straight in her chair. 

“H—m—” she murmured, looking at 
the small face, just above the brave, blue 
tie; “that was a very nice story.” Her eyes 
rested on him in long, protracted meditation. 
“I hope that we are all going to be very 
proud of you some day, Ezekiel,” she added 
finally. 

“Yas’m —” replied Ezekiel meekly, look- 
ing a little startled at the idea. 


’ 
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‘You ’re going to be an honor to your race, 
I hope,” she continued. 

‘“Yas’m—” whispered Ezekiel faintly, 
looking quite prostrated at the prospects. 

“But you’re going to work for it, too, 
aren't you? You’re going to work like a 
hero! Just as all the great heroes have 
done!” ; 

Ezekiel gazed wistfully at the dim, far- 
away horizon. 

“Of course, I’ve asked you a great many 
times what you — what you actually intend 
to do when you grow up, that is what you 
are going to choose for your real life work.” 

Ezekiel shot a brief, wild glance at the sky. 

“T understand that perhaps it’s a little 
hard for you to make up your mind — of 
course there are lawyers — and doctors — 
and teachers — teachers of your people — 
in fact, all those things are necessary to your 
people —” 

“Yas’m— J dunno’m—.” faltered Ezekiel 
weakly. 

“Well, take a lawyer, for instance. I sup- 
pose you would n’t like to be a lawyer, 
would you?” 
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*Yas’m —I’d like ter be a lawyer —” 
agreed Ezekiel accommodatingly. 

“A lawyer?” Miss Jane looked at him in 
evident surprise. “‘Of course you talk eas- 
ily. Lawyers have to be good talkers. Well, 
I suppose you would have to have a col- 
~ lege education if you were anything like 
that.” 

From Ezekiel’s general expression of un- 
happiness, it was evident that he was either 
confusing a college education with a trip 
straight into the jaws of death — or that he 
objected to it on its own grounds solely. 

“I suppose it’s not an impossible idea 
exactly. [I am sure there are plenty of your 
people who have made most excellent law- 
yers. Why, I might make you my legal 
adviser in time, Ezekiel! My property 
manager!” 

“Yas’m—JI kin be yer property man- 
ager,’’ stammered Ezekiel miserably. 

Miss Jane smiled. 

“Well, we’ll think about it. Of course 
as yet — you lack certain qualities which 
make it seem, perhaps — perhaps a little 
impracticable, but I suppose they will grow. 
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A summer in the North will be a great thing 
for you, Ezekiel.” 

Ezekiel looked uneasily apprehensive at 
the hint of these lurking dangers which bid 
so fair to grow, and Miss Jane suddenly 
arose from her seat. 

“Why, dear me! We’re getting into Nor- 
folk. Come, we’ll begin getting the things 
together. We don’t want to hurry.” 

As they walked down the gangplank and 
made their way out to the warm, populated 
streets, Ezekiel dropped back a little and 
regarded the various strange faces and 
scenes about him. 

‘I’m sorry that I have to do any shop- 
ping here, but there’s plenty of time. Our 
boat is late getting out. Mercy upon us! 
What is coming now?” 

“Look ter me like a circus p’rade,”’ 
returned Ezekiel, smiling amicably. 

“Wait, Ezekiel! You don’t want to see 
that, do you? Oh, well, take a look and be 
quick about it. We certainly have n’t much 
time to waste on this sort of thing.” 

People began to thicken round them, and 
make their way to the sidewalk’s edge. 
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Ezekiel found himself pushed easily out, for 
a better view — while his companion sought 
to follow. 

‘‘T suppose it won’t take it long to pass,” 
she reasoned irritably. ‘“‘Ezekiel, if I miss 
you in this disgusting crowd, I shall be in 
the store just opposite for the next hour, 
probably. Do you see?” 

Ezekiel nodded intelligently — and the 
circus parade came on. It passed in all its 
wonder and ever-changing attractions, and 
then the crowd began to push again, from all 
sides, as it attempted to break up. Ezekiel, 
_extricating himself, was borne willingly on, 
with a harmonious remnant of stragglers, 
who still kept their eyes upon the last, sway- 
ing giant of the jungle. 

“Cert’nly is some kine o’ elephunt!” mut- 
tered Ezekiel. 

The stragglers round him gradually dimin- 
ished, but his gaze was fixed only upon the 
giant of the jungle. . . . Finally, as he left 
the road and moved on, on the soft, ereen 
grass —he saw something ahead of him 
which gave him a strange thrill. 

“It’s de circus tents!’ he whispered. 
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It was past two o’clock in the afternoon. 
From inside the huge tent came a jangling 
roar of sounds, and everywhere swarmed per- 
spiring, pushing crowds of strange-faced be- 
ings. Aimlessly, confusedly, Ezekiel seemed 
to be trying to get away from it all. His eye 
wandered to the high shelf of the ticket 
office, piled deep with bills. 

“Shuh! J ain’ gwine ter no circus!” he 
smiled drearily. He circulated round the out- 
side of the tent, blocked continually by the 
same seething, pushing mob of strange-faced 
beings, who were feverishly straining ahead. 

“Dey hyeah de ban’,” explained Ezekiel, 
moving on with difficulty. He shook himself 
free from the worst of it — and then his own 
steps quickened unconsciously. 

Just ahead of him there, a loose edge of 
canvas seemed to be flapping in the breeze. 
He stopped, his eye upon a small, bright 
crevice of light. Then slowly he moved 
toward the beckoning slit in the canvas wall 
— his face pressing itself flatly against the 
warm partition. Was it the giant of the 
jungle that once more swayed grandly into 
view? 
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“Yer. kin see —” he announced in even 
tones. “De elephunts is comin’. Dey — 
dey ’s a-comin’ inter de big ring.”’ 

He waited — swaying gently with the 
swaying canvas. 

‘“Dey’s a-stan’in’ on dey ’hine laigs,” he 
announced finally. 

. A strange, rushing sound came out to 
him. 

“Dey’s laffin’ at ’em.”’ 

Again he stood there silently, his search- 
ing, wondering eyes fixed only on the poor, 
lumbering beasts of the ring. Then the 
unconscious, mumbled soliloquy went on 
again. 

““Tt’s one uv ’°em — tryin’ — ter se’ down 
on a gen’ leman — widout squshin’’im. . . . 
Doan’ look like she set ve’y easy, anyhow.” 


His breath came slowly. . . . “It’s one uv 
‘em tryin’ —ter talk inter de — de — 
telephone!” 


The strange, rushing sounds came out to 
him again. 

“ Dey’s laffin’ at ’em.”’ 

His feet moved forward just a little, his 
eyes always straining straight ahead... : 
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‘De ponies —is a-comin’ now. Dey’s 
a-comin’ in de —big ring — too.” His 
hands caught at the brown canvas in sud- 
den unrepressed excitement. . . . “Dey 
— dey’s a-gittin’ *em—on a see-saw! Dey’s 
gwine fall off, too!” His small cry rose dis- 
tractedly. “’T ain’ nuth’n’ ter ketch hole 
by! Dey —dey’s a-slippin? now! Dey’s 
gwine fall off!” 

He dropped back a step with a faint, quick 
breath. 

“ Dey — dey ain’ no right — ter do’em like 
dat —”’ he whispered weakly. . . . “ Dey’s 
— clappin’ ’em.”’ 

He rubbed his coat-sleeve slowly across 
his forehead, and then pressed silently for- 
ward again. ... 

“IT nuvver hyeah — *bout — learnin’ 
dawgs — ter smoke,” he mumbled. ‘‘ Doan’ 
look like — good sense, nudder. But dey’s 
laffin’ at tém. si 

He shifted wearily. 

‘Look like — look like it mus’ be gittin’ 
—kine 0’ wea’ysome fer de gen’leman — 
where’s been a-balancin’ on ’is haid ser long 
— up dere nex’ de roof. I s’pose he’d kill 
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“isself — ef he fall. Look like he might fall 
on de lady where’s hangin’ by ’er feet. But 
I guess she ain’ mine — nuth’n’ like dat.” 

He turned slowly away, but the rushing 
sound from inside brought him back. 

‘“Dem’s foxes where’s jes’ — come in —” 
he explained. “‘Dey’s laffin’ at ’em cuz — 
dey’s all dress’ up. I seen a fox once befo’. 
. . . Dat-er lil one’s a-settin’ down ter 
play de pianner. . . . She mek a mistek — 
too. But dey’s laffin’ at ’er. . . .” 

He dragged himself away from the stifling 
brown partition. “I’se — gwine home — I 
mean I’se gwine —”’ A blurred recollection 
crowded back on him, and he started on with 
unsteady feet over the short grass. 

It seemed a long way round that canvas 
wall. As he brushed up against the low end 
of the huge tent, once more, a strange little 
cry came out to him, and Ezekiel dropped 
flat down upon the ground. 

“It’s de one where played de pianner —” 
he breathed. “T tole yer she mek a mistek — 
an’ dey’s beatin’ ’er fer it.” 

He lay there motionless for a minute — 
and then with the little, piercing cries still 
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knocking at his ears, he pulled himself to his 
feet and stumbled on. 

“Look like — she ain’ done it ter suit 
°em —”’ he muttered lifelessly. “But [reckon 
— she done it — good’s she kin — anyway!”’ 
' He ground his coat-sleeve across his eyes 
—and stumbled on. The sun beat down, 
and the jangling sounds of caged things still 
mixed with the low roar of the swarming, 
seething, never-ending crowds. 

*“Where’s I gwine ter?”? mumbled Ezekiel. 
“IT — wisht I ain’ — nuvver come yere — 
where’s I —”’ 

He was getting away from it somehow — 
he was getting away on to a clearer foot- 
ing, where there was something like a cool 
breath of air again. There was a cool, green 
hill off there, too, — he wished he could get 
to that — 

‘Look ser nice an’ cool —”’ he whispered. 

But a familiar voice seemed to be sounding 
in his ears. 

—Eze—kiel!’’ sounded the familiar voice; 
“oh, I —I really could n’t — believe it of 
you! . . . [—I have employed the police! 
I — this was the last thing I could think of 
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— and I have walked every step of the way 
here to find you!” 

He looked up bewildered. 

“Yas’m — Miss Jane — yas’m — I’se 
been a-lookin’ — at de circus —’’ he mut- 
tered hopelessly. 

But there was something else that seemed 
to be sounding in his ears, too, — and Miss 
Jane wheeled about distractedly. 

“Ezekiel!” she broke out afresh; “look! 
Don’t you see? One of the animals! Look, I 
say!” 

Deliberately, almost cautiously, he turned 
round. 3 

“De l’l fox —is broke loose,” he an- 
nounced evenly. 

“It’s coming — directly this way! They 
can’t catch it!’ panted Miss Jane, with 
queer, broken sounds. ‘‘ What — shall we 
do? Ezekiel!” 

‘°T ain’ gwine hurt yer —” came the slow 
assurance. “‘Jes’ look at ’em all af’ ’er. 
Dey’s gwine ketch ’er—wid dey rope- 
slings.” 

He stood there waiting — while, snorting 
deliriously in its terror, the little fox came 
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on, its hunted eyes fixed piercingly on a cool, 
green, distant hill. 

“Come awn —” urged Ezekiel softly; “I 
hope — dey doan’ git yer!” 

Just at his feet the terrified creature 
dropped, caught by a long lasso. But the 
rope dropped and the pursuer, at the other 
end, writhed furiously in the stubbly grass. 

“Dey — ain’ — quite gotten yer — yet,” 
breathed Ezekiel; “‘p’r’aps he’s kill ’isself — 
I hope he is.”’ 

The little animal looked up with beseech- 
ing eyes, its jaunty bonnet, still upon its 
head, drooping forlornly over one ear. 

“Hole on now —’’ went on Ezekiel 
smoothly; “hole on now —”’ his hands 
moved swiftly. Suddenly there was a reck- 
less bound into the air — and then a little 
fox, with her tail pointing tautly out behind 
her, darted straight away to a cool, green, 
distant hill. 

** Look like it’s where she ‘longs, anyway,” 
muttered Ezekiel, looking down at a jaunty 
bonnet on the grass — and the noisy pur- 
suers came on... . 

Miss Jane was never sure of just what 
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happened until Ezekiel’s undisturbed voice 
came soothingly up to her. 

“Ya’as — I turn ’er loose,” he explained 
nonchalantly to the shouting, surrounding 
company; and then Miss Jane had a notion 
that she must snatch him up — away from 
them — and run — somewhere — anywhere 
to safety. 

But somehow — they seemed to have 
lost sight of him again, and Miss Jane was 
suddenly facing the company herself, bar- 
gaining heavily for the freedom of a small 
fox. 

“Why 7s it,’’ she demanded finally, “that 
men can not be content with the natural 
order of things? with things in their own 
natural places! Why do you want this fox 
to lead an abnormal existence? Did you 
ever hear of evolution, my friends?” 

“T don’t know about evolution,”’ came a 
grim response; “but did you ever try to 
chase a fox in the woods, Madam? You 
need n’t worry. We’re not going to. She 
ain't worth it, anyway. She ain’t worth 
shucks. She’s the most unreliable little 
brute we ever handled!” 
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“I’m glad of that,” responded Miss Jane 
briefly, as she turned away. 

And her long-suffering gaze rested only 
upon Ezekiel. “‘ Whether we get the boat or 
not — is another question,” she concluded. 


They stood finally on the wharf together. 

“Ezekiel, [ think this is the worst day 
I ever experienced,” announced Miss Jane, 
after due consideration. “I am quite sure I 
never experienced anything worse. Is this 
the sort of thing I am to expect from you 
when we get up North?” 

Ezekiel looked at her with slow, unhappy 
eyes. 

‘*T believe we were talking about making a 
lawyer of you this morning. You were going 
to be my legal adviser some day, I under- 
stood! I don’t call this a very good way to 
begin, do you?”’ 

““No’m — ’t ain’ no way ter begin.”’ 

“No, I should say not. A little sense of 
responsibility, I should say, was at least 
desirable for that calling.” 

Ezekiel failed even to respond. 

“You have never yet cultivated the qual- 
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ity of stern, hard sense, Ezekiel. Don’t you 
know, if you’re ever really going to get on in 
the world, and amount to anything, you’ve 
got to have practical sense? Now, the ques- 
tion is — what are you going to do about it? 
Why, I certainly think it was a mistake to 
ever think of taking you North with me!” 
Miss Jane paused to ponder the situation in 
awful silence. 

‘Well, I shall expect a decided change in 
you when we get there — there’s no doubt 
about that. Come, we’d better be getting 
on to the boat, I suppose. It’s very nearly 
time for starting.” 

Ezekiel shrank back in something like 
real alarm, and she took him by the arm to 
lead him toward the gangplank. He looked 
up with frightened eyes and planted his 
small feet firmly on the wharf. 

‘“No — no — doan’t yer mek me go!” he 
whispered hoarsely. ‘‘I — I — please, doan’t 
yer! I guess —I ain’ —r’ally wanter go! 
Please — I — please, doan’t yer!” 

Miss Jane dropped the small arm and 
looked down with a startled face. 

“What — what did you say — Ezekiel?” 
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she asked in an uncomprehending voice. She 
just heard the faint, frightened sob. 

“Look up here, Ezekiel,” she said. 

He raised his head. Weary and wilted he 
stood before her, the new suit crumpled and 
dust-stained, the stiff white collar limp and 
lifeless, the brave blue tie of the morning all 
hopelessly askew. : 

‘‘ Now, tell me — ”’ she said kindly; “ you 
say —you say you don’t want to go?”’ 

‘Yas’m — I — dunno —” he whispered; 
“look like — I — I reckon — p’r’aps I ain’t 
— af’ all!” 

‘But you — you will feel differently after 
we once get started, you will—” Miss Jane 
bent down her head to catch the small, 
choked sounds. 

““No’m! I — I reckon — I ain’ nuvver — 
gwine feel — ve’y ’c-custom’ — to it! I — 
look like I’se r’ally — mo’ ’c-custom’ to it — 
where I is!” 

Miss Jane’s hand felt vaguely at the little 
crooked tie. 

“You don’t want to go—” she was 
repeating mechanically; ‘why, of course — 
I don’t want to make you go!”’ Her hand 
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moved slowly across her forehead. “I don’t 
want — you to be homesick — or unhappy 
—I had n’t thought of that. Don’t cry, 
Ezekiel,” she murmured confusedly; ‘‘let 
me think — I say — of course, I don’t want 
— to make you go! Of course — why, I 
suppose you could go back again — the same 
way that you came! Right back in the same 
boat! Now — just wait a minute — let me 
think — don’t ery, Ezekiel! I say, Just wait 
a minute — and let me think. . . .” 


As Miss Jane’s boat pushed slowly out 
into the open water and she adjusted her 
bag in her stateroom, she dropped exhaust- 
edly upon the only chair. 

‘Perhaps it’s just as well,’ she breathed 
weakly; “I shall find him again in the fall. 
Poor little Ezekiel! It would have been 
quite a responsibility — after all — dear me, 
dear me — how tired I am!”’ 

And as another boat swung away from the 
shore, a wilted boy, in an inconspicuous 
corner seat, drooped wearily forward. 

“Tse kine o’ tiahed — anyway,” he mum- 


bled. 
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His eyes rested on the retreating shore, 
and then they wandered to a blue hill, grow- 
ing dimmer — while a sudden memory grew 
clearer. 

**T reckon, p’r’aps, — it seem mo’ home- 
like ter dat li'l’ fox — over yonder,” he pon- 
dered gently, ‘an’ I’se glad I turn ’er loose, 
anyhow. She would n’t nuvver ’a’ gotten 
custom’ to it — all dress’ up in de circus!” 

He settled back into his corner again, and 
glanced away to the rolling, open sea. 

“TI s’pose Miss Jane’s off dere some- 
wheres —.”’ he whispered, “but I’se glad she 
"lowed me ter come back, too! Cuz I—]I ain’ 
rally want *°em—trainin’ me fer no lawyer! 
Cuz co’se I ain’ sho’—I’se gwine suit ’em— 
af’ dey done it—an’ ’nudder reason—w’y, 
I 2s r’ally rudder stay ter home!” 

He crossed his short, dusty legs with a 
weary sigh, and folded his small, brown 
hands contentedly — while the boat bore him 
steadily on to a familiar, beckoning shore. 


THE END 
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